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From  the  Editor 


Dear  Friends: 

A version  of  your  emotions  are  written  and  read  for  everyone  to  recognize.  You 
shout  your  deepest,  silent  thoughts  and  feelings  for  validity  to  stand  strong  and 
absolute.  We  absorb  all  that  the  world  gives  us,  and  we  choose  to  shine  the 
diamonds  we  inherit  from  our  experiences.  Let  it  be  known  what  talent  in  every  page 
of  this  book  there  is,  and  you  can  become  a part  of  this  brilliant  creation.  We  aspire 
with  supreme  intelligence  to  always  give  who  we  are  in  what  we  do,  so  please  read 
this  book  with  passion  and  precision. 

We  thank  everyone  who  submitted  their  works  to  Sound  and  Fury  from  Avila  to  the 
participants  from  our  surrounding  communities.  Unfortunately,  we  could  not  publish 
everyone’s  work,  but  the  decision  was  extremely  tough.  Please  do  not  forget  to 
submit  your  work  to  Sound  and  Fury  every  year  because  you  are  a very  special  part 
of  this  glorious  magazine!  Please  do  not  stop  your  creativity  because  we  all  need 
your  originalities  to  make  Sound  and  Fury  as  a whole.  We  value  your  excitement, 
thoughts,  and  care  with  your  submissions.  You  are  all  an  inspiration  to  make  this 
ambition  happen  every  year! 

We  would  like  to  thank  the  staff  of  Sound  and  Fury  for  putting  in  their  greatest 
efforts  with  the  submissions.  It  has  been  a rough  semester  for  everyone,  but  thank 
you  for  pulling  through  during  your  busiest  schedules.  Thank  you  for  supporting  me 
as  your  Editor-in-Chief.  It  was  a pleasure  to  work  with  everyone! 


Sincerely  Yours, 
Marcus  Henderson 


Sound  and  Fury  Editor-in-Chief 
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Wendy  Dunwiddie 


A Mask 


This  morning 

Fall  disguised  itself — 

A sea  of  ambiguous  clouds 

Produced  a mask  of  spring 

That  fit  tightly  across 

The  boundaries  of  the  horizons 

Untouched  aside  from  the  brush  tips  of  leaves — 

Standing  ready  to  paint  the  sky 

A November  blue. 
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Wendy  Dunwiddie 


Untitled 


At  5:56,  the  drowsy  sun  dips 
Below  the  lake’s  silhouette 

Sherbet  swirls  of  light 

Balance  the  weight  of  the  day’s  conclusion 

Color  slowly  drains 

Revealing  a horizon  scrubbed  clean 

In  anticipation  of  night’s  arrival — 

Preparing  the  canvas  for  tomorrow's  masterpiece 

And  if  hope  lies  in  color — 

These  fragmented  pastels  demonstrate  the  future 

As  the  floor  of  mirrors  ripple  below — 

Yearning  to  reflect  the  ensuing  dawn. 
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Diana  Hendricks 


Perspectives 


This  empty  ghost  town 
is  full  of  dusty  memories. 

Particles  of  them  float  in  the  air, 
and  she  and  he  and  you  and  I 
will  catch  them  on  bittersweet  tongues 
and  in  our  runaway  hearts. 

There’s  a building  half-torn  down; 
a construction  project  forsaken 
in  the  hopes  of  better  times, 
of  better  lives. 

This  empty  ghost  town 
has  a white  wall  painted 
with  dreams  by  way  of  graffiti. 

There’s  no  way  to  miss  it; 

that  one  there,  he  wanted  to  be  a doctor, 

and  she  wanted  to  be  a teacher, 

and  they  wanted  to  be  the  first  pair  of  twins 

to  fly  to  the  moon  and  back. 

There’s  a building  half-built; 
a construction  project  that’s  the  beginning 
to  a different  world, 
to  a different  view. 
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This  empty  ghost  town 
may  not  be  so  empty  after  all. 

There’s  hopes,  and  dreams,  and  aspirations 
settled  in  the  bones  of  the  city, 
and  it  shakes,  because  it  feels 
it  may  one  day  breathe  again. 

There’s  a building  half-there; 
a construction  project  where  there’s  no  one 
to  tell  it  what  it  sees  or  what  to  do, 
where  there’s  no  one  and  everyone 
all  at  once. 
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Diana  Hendricks 


In  This  Old  Cabin 

In  this  old  cabin  where  neither  person  speaks 
one  word  to  the  other,  there  is  no  intention 
of  sparking  conversation.  There  is  no  sincere 
invitation  to  tell  the  other  about  a key-and-lock  love. 

Her  eyes  are  dull  and  lifeless.  Her  words  are  as  repetitive 
as  the  back-and-forth  sound  of  her  rocking  chair, 
as  the  motions  her  hands  make  while  she  cross-stitches 
her  life  into  pictures  no  one  else  will  understand  but  him. 

His  eyes  are  empty.  His  words  provide  no  gentleness, 
no  tender  love,  nothing  to  spark  her  back  to  life. 

His  rough  hands  rub  together,  but  he  has  forgotten 
how  to  take  hold  of  her  hand,  how  to  make  her  happy. 

In  this  old  cabin  where  neither  person  lives, 
where  the  key  and  the  lock  no  longer  work  together, 
where  words  are  said  but  have  no  feeling, 
there  is  little  left  to  say  but  goodbyes. 
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Diana  Hendricks 


Family  101 

Mommy  #1  left  a marriage 

for  another  with  drugs  and  high  feelings. 

Mommy  #2  has  motives 

only  daughter  from  Mommy  #1  can  see. 

Daddy  #1  loves  his  family 

but  is  also  Daddy  #2 

and  has  always  loved  Mommy  #1 . 

Daddy  #2  used  to  ask  daughter  of  Mommy  #1 
who  knows  that  the  real  mom  is  Mommy  #2 
if  she  wanted  him  to  leave  Mommy  #2. 

Tears  were  always  shed,  “No”  the  answer, 

daughter  didn’t  want  to  make  Daddy  #1  unhappy  — wait, 

did  he  want  to? 

Then  there  is  Son  #1  from  Mommy  #1 
who  contents  himself  with  video  games 
and  sharply-edged  sarcasm  with  biting  words. 

There’s  also  Son  #1  from  Mommy  #2 
who  was  always  so  relaxed  and  calm, 
who  Mommy  #2  and  Daddy  #1  and  #2 
always  felt  the  need  to  compare 
stressed  daughter  #1  too. 

She’d  always  defend  her  reasons. 

Shouting  matches  translate  to  rough  love, 
and  what  should  be  hugs  are  rolled  eyes  and  puffed  sighs. 
There's  not  much  left  to  say,  but  at  the  end  of  the  day, 
somehow  “I  love  you”  fits  into  this  family’s  disarray. 
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Diana  Hendricks 


A New  York  Street 

On  the  twenty-second  street 
of  New  York’s  busy  scene, 
there  is  a woman  and  a man 
falling  from  the  hand-in-hand. 

She  wants  him  to  leave, 
but  he’s  holding  fast  to  dreams, 
and,  though  she  holds  him  dear, 
there’s  a time  to  disappear. 

There's  not  an  air  of  second  chance, 
but  they’re  already  in  the  dance. 

And  he  begs  her,  “Please,  please!” 

And  she  tells  him,  “Please,  leave! 

Don’t  make  this  harder  than  it  has  to  be!” 

Neither  can  agree,  so  they  take  their  breaths, 
a tug-of-war  of  words  to  prevent  a death. 

There’s  not  an  air  of  second  chance, 
but  they’re  already  in  the  dance. 

On  the  twenty-second  street 
of  New  York's  busy  scene, 
there’s  a morning  and  a night, 
silence  that’s  the  loudest  fight. 

There's  not  a human  soul, 
but  there  are  a couple  ghouls. 

Their  whispers  tell  of  guarded  calls, 
of  memories  buried  with  stone  walls. 
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Katrina  High 


Roller  Coasters 


They  say, 

Keep  Your  hands  and  feet  inside 

The  Ride  at  all  times 

But  you  never  listen 

Because  you  never  really  feel  alive 

Unless  your  limbs  are  in  the  wind 

And  you  never  really  breathe 

Until  your  palms  are  stretched 

Up  into  the  sky 

And  you  only  really  feel  free 

When  there’s  a chance  that  you  could  die. 
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Katrina  High 


Keep  Dancing 

Keep  dancing,  they  whispered 

Tender  words  of  care 

Keep  dancing,  they  whispered 

Someday,  you’ll  see,  they’ll  all  stop  and  stare. 

Oh  but  it  was  a lie 
Malicious  in  its  nature. 

Keep  dancing,  they  said 
And  Keep  dancing  she  did 
But  nobody  ever  noticed 
The  sway  of  her  hips 
Her  pirouettes,  her  toes  tipped. 

She  changed  the  moves  as  she  went  along. 

Every  now  and  then 

She  even  changed  the  song. 

But  none  of  her  movements  ever  moved  them 
Keep  dancing,  they  whisper. 

They  whisper  it  still 
Keep  dancing. 

If  you  don’t  keep  dancing 
Then  you  don’t  keep  trying 
And  all  that’s  left: 

Tears  and  screams  and  dying. 
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Katrina  High 


Heartbreak:  The  Cliff  Notes 

He  took  my  heart, 

Now  lower  your  guns — 

I provided  it  for  him, 

Even  wrapped  it  in  tissue  paper. 

He  took  it  in  his  palms, 

Cupped  his  hands  like  a nest 
And  let  it  rest. 

He  took  slow  steps 
But  still  he  slipped. 

When  his  knees  hit 
The  wooden  floor, 

My  heart  flew  and  shattered 
On  the  wooden  door. 
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Haley  Baer 


Mirror 


I look  outside  and  what  do  I see? 

I see  a girl  smiling  at  me. 

But  behind  that  face  her  feelings  show  true, 

Her  heart  is  as  black  as  the  sky  is  blue. 

She  turns  away  with  a tear  in  her  eye 
And  travels  alone  as  life  passes  her  by. 

What  can  I do,  is  there  something  to  say? 

No  words  of  the  tongue  can  brighten  her  day. 

Who  is  this  girl,  can  I really  see  her? 

I squint  my  eyes,  and  the  window  turns  into  a mirror. 
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Haley  Baer 


With  You 

No  cold  ice  cream  on  a hot  summer  day 
Nor  a long  day  filled  with  fun  and  play, 

No  beautiful  sight  from  the  nature  around 
Nor  the  exciting  vibrations  of  various  sounds, 

No  warm,  fuzzy  hug  from  a dear  friend 
Nor  a night  of  laughter  that  seems  to  never  end, 
No  warm,  filling  meal  cooked  fresh  on  my  plate 
Nor  the  exciting  new  feelings  of  a first  date, 

No  A+  grade  on  a big  test 

Nor  the  refreshing  feeling  of  a good  night’s  rest, 

Nothing  on  earth,  Mom,  I swear  this  is  true, 

Can  compare  to  the  incredible  joy  I feel 
When  I am  with  you. 
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Michelle  Henderson 


Ghost  of  Yellow  Banana 

Immature  and  callow  while  flourishing 
Pompous  copious,  juvenile  jade  skin 
Slivered  to  become  more  saccharine 
Extracted  from  a darling  lineage 
Mixed  into  an  assortment  of  fusion. 
Venoms  of  their  detox  leaked  to  my  life 
Veneer  turned  to  dusk’s  twilight  under  stars 
Tweaked  by  some  chubby  hefty  touches 
Body  injected  with  teeth  like  basins 
Fractions  of  my  healthy  has  been  devoured. 
Soon  my  other  cranium  will  abscond 
Guzzled,  residing  in  an  intestine 
Sticking  like  rice  to  the  posterior 
Remnants  secret  in  essence  of  you 
Weep  blooming  perfume  in  excavation. 
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Michelle  Henderson 


Specific  Islander 

Antique  coconut  palm  trees  in  blonde  ground, 
Bronzed,  lustrous  mustached  rotund  wool 
Fruit  loomed  in  cloudy,  crystal  tender  juice 
Invigorated  the  goblet  of  jam 
Produced  bottled  oils  for  Mang  Kaloy. 
Threadbare  flip  flops,  frayed  chocolaty  shirt 
Sponged  slum  slacks,  deflated  straw  hat 
Incised  feet  stitched  with  bamboo  shoots 
Sheltered  with  home-grown  herbal  ointments 
Picked  from  Iska's  yard  from  last  night’s  tiptoe 
Broiling  the  jetting  sweat  like  a bullet. 
Sporadic  murky  sheens  before  his  eyes 
Savored  the  tang  of  zesty  ingots 
Thirty  thousand  more  miles  left  to  march, 
Iska  triggered  her  rosebud  revolver. 
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Marcus  Henderson 


The  Devil  You  Know 

Pinched  to  a screech, 
straining  thread 
Like 

a shackled  arm 
Clinking  to  gust 
Splintered 
Behind  a point. 

He  lies  in  wait, 

Hues 

Of  a dust  lash 
Balanced  to  wind 
Ominous 
love  in  a flick 
Eaten  by  dust. 
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Marcus  Henderson 


Chance  of  Art 

The  light  over  head  is 
Swinging  low 
Had  me  at  bye  bye 
Lost  at  hello 
Ought  to  bed  the  clock 
Swinging  low, 

Haze  a camel 
ashed  sultry, 
a Jazzy  cool 
Swinging  low. 

She  is  the  summer 
Logging  my  chill 
Striking  matches 
Swinging  low. 
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Tamara  Walton 


Sock  Angels 


Sock  angels  swim 
through  the  sky 
granting  wishes  on  a whim 
never  asking,  “Why?” 
Through  them, 
dreams  are  acquired. 

Every  breath  they  hem 
Until  they  tire. 
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Tamara  Walton 


The  Marionette 

He  plays  puppeteer 
with  my  heart. 

Every  emotion: 

Hyperbole. 

Each  action: 

Scripted. 
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Julia  Hamilton 


Sufferin’  Set  Me  Free 

There  is  a word 

Like  the  rain  that  falls  from  heaven 
That  waters  the  earth 
And  brings  much  sustenance. 

There  is  a voice 
That  sits  upon  the  waters, 

Its  power  breaks  the  cedars 
And  shakes  the  wilderness. 

There  was  a man  once 
Born  into  a wicked  world 
Who,  hate  filled,  did  drain  His  blood, 
But  He  rose  to  save  the  same. 

Now  when  we  go  out 
There  will  be  joy  and  peace, 

And  the  mountains  will  sing 


21 


poetry 


poetry 


And  all  of  the  trees  will  clap  their  hands  along. 
And  we’ll  sing 

My  soul  does  magnify  that  man. 

My  spirit  knows  He  took  a stand 
A stand  to  save  the  world. 

We  cry  out 

We  lift  our  voices  higher 
And  we  sing, 

“His  sufferin’  set  me  free.” 
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Jennifer  Loumiet 


A Wooden  Sword 

Someone  who  thought  he  was  great  said 
When  you  have  nothing  to  write  about 
Write  about  nothing,  write  around 
An  entire  age  discounted  on  all  counts  and 
Down  for  the  count  - 
The  world’s  the  world. 

They  haven’t  changed  it 
Homogeneous  they  - 
That  innocuous  they, 

But  I digress 

I digress  incredibly  and  with  a harvest  of  purpose 
As  often  as  I can  and, 

Folk  are  offended  - 

I wonder  when  trespassing  against 

The  unalterable  went  so  far  out  of  fashion. 

With  guts  and  glory,  with  poison  and  passion 

With  sword  and  shield,  with  gentlemen  and  scholars,  I suppose. 

We  still  offend,  but  we  offend  the  nonexistent  like  cowards, 

And  we  think  we’re  heroes. 
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Jacob  Sutherland 


I Thought  of  You 

In  the  soft  grass  atop  a small  lone  hill  sat  a boy.  He  gazed  out  to  the 
horizon,  breathing  in  the  cool  breeze  that  accompanies  the  arrival  of  dusk.  The  sky, 
though  slowly  darkening,  still  shone  light  blue  - that  perfect  shade  of  blue  that  never 
lasts  quite  long  enough  before  a mild  violet  comes  to  take  its  place.  The  boy  stood 
to  take  it  all  in,  feeling  the  air  swim  around  his  body  and  letting  it  gently  toss  the 
dark  hair  about  his  head.  He  listened  to  the  swish  and  the  whisper  of  the  grass  as 
the  breeze  brushed  across  the  top  of  each  green  blade. 

After  a moment,  the  boy  noticed  a figure  in  the  distance.  As  the  seconds 
passed,  the  figure  grew  closer  and  closer,  and  once  he  recognized  it,  a grin  spread 
instantly  across  his  face.  He  called  out.  “Hello!” 

“Hello!”  the  girl  answered.  She  was  close  enough  now  that  he  could  see  her 
face  beaming  just  as  brightly  as  his  own.  She  started  to  run,  and  before  long  she 
met  him  with  a vigorous  hug. 

“Thanks  for  coming!”  the  boy  said  as  they  parted.  He  stepped  back.  “You 
look  really  good.” 

“Yeah?” 

“Yeah.  You  look  older.”  Her  eyes  narrowed.  “No,  not  like,  old,  but,”  he 
stuttered.  “You  look  more  mature.  Like  an  adult.  And  you  look  great.” 

She  laughed.  “Ohhh.  You  still  look  seventeen.” 

“Well,  what  can  I say.”  His  smile  softened.  “I’m  glad  you’re  here.” 

“I’m  glad  you  wanted  me  to  come.”  She  looked  to  the  sky,  scanned 
the  horizon,  and  then  looked  back  at  him.  After  a few  seconds,  she  gave  him  a 
questioning  look.  He  realized  he  was  staring  at  her. 

“I  thought  of  you,”  he  said,  smiling  and  shifting  his  eyes  toward  the  ground. 
“Right  at  the  very  end.  Before  I blacked  out.” 

She  too  smiled,  puzzled.  “Really?  Me,  of  all  people?” 

“I  know,  right?  I can’t  say  I know  why,  but  it  was  your  hair  and  your  eyes, 
and  then  just  kind  of  nothing.  And  that’s  the  last  thing  I remember.  Well,  you  know. 
From  that  day.”  He  sat  cross-legged  on  the  grass. 

She  joined  him,  leaning  to  support  her  weight  on  his  shoulder.  “So  you’ve 
been  waiting  here  for  quite  a while.” 

“I  guess  so.  I haven’t  really  been  paying  attention  to  the  passage  of  time 
recently.  I kind  of  stopped  caring.  But  yeah,  I have  been  waiting.  It’s  one  of  those 
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things  that  sticks  with  you,  you  know?  I wanted  to  talk  to  you  about  it.  That,  and  I’m 
still  resolute  about  living  forever.” 

She  laughed  out  loud.  “Of  course  you  are.”  For  a few  moments  there  was 
an  easy  silence.  She  stretched,  letting  her  head  slide  into  his  lap,  and  looked  toward 
the  cloudless  sky.  “What  was  it  like?”  she  asked  him,  absentmindedly  scanning 
for  any  wisp  of  a cloud.  He  blinked  and  looked  down  at  her.  “If  you  don’t  mind  me 
asking,”  she  added. 

“Ha,”  he  snorted.  ‘“If  I don’t  mind  you  asking.’  I invited  you  here.  You  can 
ask  me  anything  you  want.” 

She  raised  her  eyebrows,  sustaining  eye  contact.  “Well?” 

“It  was  bloody.”  He  lifted  his  head  and  closed  his  eyes.  “It  hit  a point 
where  I just  kept  looking  at  the  blood,  but  I didn’t  really  feel  it  anymore.  Shock  or 
something.  And  my  mind  was  racing.  Like,  everything  ever  was  stampeding  through 
my  head.” 

“I’m  glad  my  face  got  included  in  ‘everything  ever.’” 

He  grinned.  “Well,  before  long,  there  were  people.  They  were  more 
hysterical  than  I was.  There  was  this  one  dude  who  just  kept  saying  ‘hold  on,’  over 
and  over  again.”  The  boy  paused.  “I  think  it’s  his  fault  really.  His  fault  that  I started  to 
truly  believe  I would  die.” 

“So  you  did  start  to  think  you  were  dying.” 

“Yeah.  And  I kind  of  freaked  out.  In  my  mind  at  least.  I don’t  know  how 
much  of  the  freak-out  made  it  through  to  my  body.” 

“Obviously  not  enough  to  punch  this  guy  in  the  face.” 

“I  wouldn’t  have  punched  him.  Well,  I don’t  know.  Maybe  I would  have 
punched  him  a tiny  bit.  But  whatever.  I got  a little  light  headed,  and  my  mind  started 
slowing.  Then  I saw  the  blood  again,  then  the  ocean,  and  then-”  he  poked  her 
cheek,  “you.” 

She  batted  his  hand  away  from  her  face.  “The  ocean?” 

“From  that  one  day.  With  that  really  light  mist  and  the  tiny  parking  lot  and 
the  rocks  that  had  those-1' 

“-those  little  spots,”  she  finished. 

“You  remember,”  he  said,  pleased. 

“It  was  a good  day.” 

“It  was  a good  day.” 

For  a little  while  neither  of  them  spoke.  The  subtle  breeze  tickled  the  boy’s 
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face,  and  he  let  out  a sigh.  “So  I’ve  been  thinking  for  a long  time,  and  I did  want  to 
talk  to  you  about  this.  About  why  you  were  my  last  thought.”  His  voice  had  taken  on 
a more  somber  tone.  “You  know  - you  remember  - how  I wanted  a grand  legacy? 

I wanted  the  world  to  remember  my  story,  and  for  the  generations  of  people  in  the 
future  to  be  told  about  all  the  extraordinary  things  I did  before  I died.  I didn’t  know 
what  I wanted  to  do,  but  whatever  it  was,  it  was  going  to  be  great.  Unprecedented. 
And  the.  . .1-”  his  voice  cracked,  and  he  took  a slow  breath.  “I  never  got  that 
chance.” 

The  girl  pushed  her  body  off  the  ground  and  sat  up,  hugging  her  knees. 

“Are  you  angry?” 

“I’m.  . .no.  I mean,  I’m  a little  upset,  but  that’s  not  really  what  concerns 
me.  The  thing  is,  I’m  confused.  About  you.”  He  looked  her  in  the  eye,  and  she 
turned  her  head  to  look  straight  back  at  him.  “Why  you?”  he  asked.  “I  had  every 
fleeting  thought  at  my  disposal,  every  despairing  sensation,  every  hopeful  image  I 
had  amassed  over  the  course  of  my  life.  But  my  last  thought  wasn’t  a plea  to  the 
heavens  or  a final  regret.  It  was  the  image  of  a person’s  face.  Your  face.” 

“Well,  we  were  pretty  close  friends,”  she  said  defensively. 

“Oh,  yeah,  you  were  one  of  my  best  friends,”  he  replied.  “But  you  weren’t 
exactly  on  the  forefront  of  my  mind.  We  hadn’t  spoken  in  over  a week.” 

“I  know,”  she  replied,  looking  away. 

He  paused,  a little  surprised  by  her  reaction.  “Hey,  neither  of  us  are  to  blame 
for  that.  It  was  summer  vacation  and  you  were  visiting  family  halfway  across  the 
country.  We  were  going  to  see  each  other  when  you  got  back.  Remember?  We 
were  gonna  go  watch  that  movie  premiere  with  everyone  else.” 

“.  . .But  I still  had  that  guilt.”  She  spoke  slowly.  “And  the  guilt  is  normal.  I 
hate  that  it’s  normal,  because  it  felt  terrible,  but  that’s  what  everyone  told  me.  ‘It’s 
normal.’  It’s  normal  to  wish  that  I had  said  something  more  meaningful.  It’s  normal 
to  just  be  sad,  and  not  be  able  to  do  anything  about  it.”  She  took  a breath.  “I  don’t 
cry  a lot,  but  I cried  after  you  were  gone.  And  I couldn’t  handle  the  movie  premier. 
We  all  had  to  leave  before  it  even  started.” 

“You  didn’t  get  to  see  the  movie?  It  looked  so  good  though.” 

“Not  that  night.  It  took  me  a few  years.” 

“It.  . .years?” 

“Yeah,”  she  sighed.  “I  didn’t  forget  about  you.  Nobody  forgot  about  you.  But 
after  a while  the  grieving  settled  down.  It  always  does.”  She  looked  at  him  with  a 
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matter-of-fact  expression.  “You  would  have  liked  the  movie.” 

He  flashed  a playful  smile,  and  she  smiled  back.  “Our  world  was  different 
without  you,”  she  said.  “You  made  a deep  impression  that  never  really  filled  back  up 
once  you  weren’t  present.  So  we  all  walked  around  with  a big  dent  for  a while.  And 
then  we  covered  it  up  with  a bandage,  and  eventually  it  became  a scar.  In  the  end, 
we  all  just  lived  with  it.” 

“I  wish  it  could’ve  been  different.” 

“I  wished  that  for  a while  too.”  She  rolled  her  shoulders  and  let  her  eyes 
wander  toward  the  sky  again.  “I’m  sorry  I can’t  answer  your  question.  ‘Why  me.’” 
The  boy  sat  pensively  for  a moment,  then  he  spoke.  “You  know,  even 
though  I might  be  perplexed  as  to  why,  I am  glad.  I'm  glad  my  story  ended  with 
you.  I always  thought  that  if  it  ended,  I would  want  it  to  end  with  something  grand. 
But  really,  having  a friend  you  appreciate  and  respect  lead  you  out  the  door  isn’t 
bad  at  all.  And  honestly,”  he  grinned,  “you  are  pretty  grand.” 

“Aww,  I’m  blushing,”  she  giggled.  “But  I don’t.  . .1  don’t  think  your  story 
ended  that  day.  I mean,  maybe  the  parts  that  you  remember  or  the  parts  that  you 
were  present  for  ended,  but  things  still  happened.  The  world  carried  on.  And  you 
were  still  a part  of  it."  He  tilted  his  head,  raising  an  eyebrow.  “Well,”  she  continued, 
“you  were  physically  gone,  but  people’s  memories  weren’t.  You  had  this  outlook  on 
life.  . .of  grandeur  and  spectacle.  And  it  inspired  people.  You  never  got  to  grow  out 
of  it,  so  it  essentially  became  immortalized.  And  it  changed  people.  It  gave  them  a 
certain  kind  of  hope,  and  made  them  better.”  She  paused.  “It  made  me  better.” 
“Well,  what  about  when  your  story  is  over?” 

“My  story  is  nothing  extraordinary,  but  I know  I've  made  an  impact  on 
some  people  at  least.  And  because  I was  changed  by  you,  everyone  I affected  was 
affected  by  you.” 

“Not  very  much.” 

“But  more  than  if  you  hadn’t  been  around  at  all.” 

“I  guess  that’s  all  I can  ask  for  at  this  point.” 

The  girl  sat  straight  up.  “What  about  now?  You’re  saying  that  your  story 
has  ended,  and  that  there’s  no  more  left.  What  would  you  call  this  then?  You  and  I 
sitting  here?” 

“.  . .A  reflection.  The  closest  thing  I’ll  get  to  a resolution.” 

“I’d  say  a transition.” 

They  both  sat  in  silence.  The  ever-present  breeze  drifted  around  them  both. 
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They  boy  ran  his  fingers  through  the  grass.  After  a moment,  the  corner  of  his  mouth 
twitched,  and  soon  he  was  smiling. 

“Thanks  for  coming,”  he  said,  rising  to  his  feet. 

The  girl  rose  as  well.  “Thank  you  for  giving  me  this  chance  to  finally  see  you 
again,”  she  replied. 

They  embraced,  each  grasping  the  other  with  all  their  might.  After  a long 
while  they  parted,  letting  the  breeze  whirl  between  their  bodies. 

“Goodbye,”  the  girl  said. 

A tear  formed  in  the  boy’s  eye.  “Goodbye,”  he  said  as  the  tear  fell.  The  girl 
smiled  at  him  once  more  before  turning  around.  As  she  walked,  he  sniffed  and 
wiped  his  eyes.  By  the  time  he  had  composed  himself,  she  had  disappeared. 

The  sky  was  darker  now.  It  was  nearly  nightfall,  but  the  boy  didn’t  have 
anywhere  to  be.  He  stood  in  the  grass  atop  the  small  lone  hill  as  the  dimming 
atmosphere  gave  him  less  and  less  to  see.  He  sighed,  looked  out  to  the  dark 
horizon  as  it  shimmered,  and  then  everything  was  white. 
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Ephemeral  Thoughts 

I ran.  I frantically  ran  along  the  cracked,  decaying  sidewalk  as  the  thick 
and  misty  morning  air  pounded  against  my  face.  I've  been  running  these  lonely 
streets  for  quite  some  time,  what  feels  like  an  eternity  since  I began.  I stop  as  I turn 
a corner  and  duck  into  a broken  doorway  of  a nearby  clothing  store.  The  musty 
aroma  of  moth-eaten  clothes  sits  stagnantly  behind  me  as  I struggle  to  catch  my 
breath.  I check  my  old  wristwatch;  the  time  reads  7:37  a.m.  After  I've  checked  the 
time,  I took  a good  look  at  my  surroundings.  Torn  and  ragged  articles  of  clothing 
line  the  severely  damaged  shelves.  The  window  mannequins  once  used  to  show 
off  various  outfits  lay  stripped  and  broken  upon  the  ground.  I swiftly  look  out  the 
shattered  window  to  see  if  I was  still  being  dogmatically  pursued. 

The  ruined  streets  were  empty  as  I crept  outside.  I detected  the  faint  burning 
odor  of  charred  buildings  as  I stood  and  looked  about  with  a vacant  stare.  The 
massive,  sorrowful  figures  of  ruined  skyscrapers  loomed  off  in  the  distance,  beyond 
which  I could  see  low-hanging  clouds. 

“Storm  clouds,”  I muttered  aloud.  “Great.” 

A low  crackling  emanated  from  the  dull  orange  flames  licking  at  the  rusted- 
out  frame  of  a nearby  Ford  Taurus.  I breathed  in  the  nauseating  smell  of  burnt, 
rotting  flesh  that  was  carried  along  by  the  cool  morning  breeze. 

It’s  been  three  months  and  seventeen  days  since  the  city  was  cut  off  from 
the  rest  of  the  world  and  it  has  already  fallen  into  such  a state  of  disrepair.  I’ve  been 
alone  for  some  time  now,  in  a city  that  was  once  an  economic  capital  of  the  world. 
The  twisted  frames  of  cars  and  the  hollowed  out  buildings  add  an  enormous  sense 
of  emptiness  to  this  once  bustling  metropolis. 

Dead,  it  feels  dead. 

Then  the  horrid  voices  that  plague  my  ailing  mentality  returned.  The 
malicious  screams  of  the  myriad  voices  pounded  against  the  inner  walls  of  my 
fraying  mind.  This  something  I had  become  accustomed  to,  as  if  the  sound  was  a 
part  of  the  city  itself,  a low  call  in  the  distance  or  a high-pitched  wail  ringing  in  my 
ears. 

“New  York  City,  greatest  place  in  the  world.”  And  with  that,  I trudge  onward. 

I need  to  get  back  to  my  ever  exciting  duties  of  day-to-day  survival  in  a near- 
empty  juggernaut  of  a city.  I say  near-empty  because  there  is  only  one  other  living 


32 


person  that  I know  of,  and  he  is  a pain  in  my,  well,  you  get  the  point.  If  not  for  him, 

I would  have  found  my  food  and  been  on  my  merry  way.  But  nothing  is  ever  easy 
when  he  gets  involved — now  I’m  rushing  to  find  supplies  before  those  storm  clouds 
get  here. 

“Wonderful,  simply  wonderful.” 

As  I’m  plodding  along,  I come  across  a corner  mart  at  5th  and  Chesterfield. 
Though  unlikely,  it  is  possible  that  there  could  be  something  edible  inside  the 
tiny  convenience  store.  I enter  only  half  believing  in  my  hope  of  finding  some  form 
of  food. 

“Cheer  up  man!”  A sudden  yell  in  my  head  calls  to  me. 

“Whatever,”  I shout  back  in  response  to  the  voice’s  sudden  outburst. 

I’m  arguing  with  myself,  really  nice,  moron. 

And  with  that,  I feel  my  ever-shrinking  mental  fortitude  get  a little 
bit  smaller. 

I turn  my  head  in  every  direction,  surveying  my  surrounding,  looking  for 
sustenance.  As  usual  though,  the  shelves  around  me  lay  bare  and  broken.  The  floor 
is  thickly  coated  in  mounds  of  trash  and  collapsed  shelves  and  displays.  A small 
pile  of  bodies  sit  stacked  in  the  corner  of  room,  generating  a foul,  rotting  smell.  All 
of  this  destruction  was  spawned  by  a simple,  idealistic  thought:  what  would  it  take 
to  wipe  out  disease? 

A small  group  of  scientists,  funded  by  a government  health  research 
program,  was  trying  to  alter  various  strains  of  the  influenza  virus  in  an  attempt  to 
create  medical  vaccines  capable  of  quickly  altering  to  stop  the  growth  of  the  ever- 
changing  influenza  virus.  However,  one  of  said  scientists  was  infected  by  one  of 
the  strains  before  a vaccine  was  able  to  be  developed,  which  he  was  unaware  of 
until  the  flu  started  to  take  effect.  It  was  through  this  person  that  a few  people  were 
infected,  followed  by  those  people  infecting  a few,  and  so  on  and  so  forth  until  the 
city  was  festering  with  an  overblown  epidemic.  Once  people  became  aware  of  this 
and  the  body  count  began  to  rise,  citizens  of  New  York  began  to  riot.  Evacuation 
began  for  those  who  went  through  extensive  medical  screening  and  were  found 
uncontaminated.  The  who  had  the  newly  named  1-13  were  left  to  die  as  the  city 
was  closed  off;  this  only  took  a few  weeks,  but  it  was  suffering  and  agony  the 
whole  way.  Bodies  began  to  line  the  streets  as  the  masses  of  people  began  to  thin 
out,  as  there  was  nowhere  else  to  put  the  corpses  anymore.  All  of  the  cemeteries 
were  full  and  there  weren’t  really  any  people  willing  to  get  near  the  diseased  bodies 
anyway,  being  as  how  there  was  no  one  foolish  enough  to  risk  further  infection.  The 
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remains  of  the  city  degenerated  into  a torment-filled  battle  for  your  own  survival, 
truly  a place  where  only  the  strong  survived,  but  only  for  a short  time.  Survivors 
were  looting  and  destroying  the  property  of  others,  though  it  didn’t  much  matter; 
they  were  all  doomed  to  an  inescapable  fate.  Some  resigned  themselves  to  their 
doom,  while  others  fought  against  the  inevitable  as  much  as  they  possibly  could. 

As  the  days  wore  on  and  humans  all  but  died  out  from  the  city,  I myself  found  it  was 
impossible  to  escape  from  the  cold  grips  of  fate,  and  I too  became  infected  with  the 
1-13.  I soon  became  enveloped  in  a deep,  spiraling  depression.  It  was  around  this 
time  that  the  bombardment  of  voices  began  cutting  into  my  thoughts  like  a finely- 
sharpened  knife,  day  in  and  day  out. 

“I  need  to  get  my  priorities  in  order  and  stop  reminiscing  about  the  past. 
Nothing  good  can  ever  come  of  it,”  I say  to  myself  as  I continue  to  scour  the  torn- 
up  building  in  search  of  necessities. 

“You  need  to  chill  out  Dante.  I swear  you  are  such  a depressing  person,  I 
just  don’t  know  what  to  do  with  you.” 

The  voice  comes  from  above,  rather  than  from  the  raging  sea  of  voices 
in  my  mind.  Hesitating,  I turn  around  and  look  up  to  see  Faust  sitting  atop  one  of 
the  intact  shelves,  reading  a well-worn  hardback  copy  of  Lord  of  the  Flies.  Faust 
is  the  most  irritating  person  I’ve  ever  had  the  misfortune  of  being  forced  to  know. 

His  cheerful  demeanor  is  matched  only  by  his  skill  at  making  crude  yet  surprisingly 
accurate  observations  about  my  shortcomings. 

He  begins  swinging  his  legs  briskly  as  he  speaks  in  a clear,  overly  cheery 
tone  from  above  me. 

“Why  are  you  always  so  blue,  Dante?  Wouldn’t  things  be  so  much  better  if 
you  were  to  consider  only  the  positives  in  life” 

“Will  you  just  shut  up,  Faust?!”  I fire  back  as  I shudder  at  using  his  name. 

“I  am  entitled  to  my  opinion  my  friend,  am  I not?”  he  says  as  he  closes  his 
book  with  a loud,  solid  thud. 

“No,  you  aren’t,  the  only  thing  you  are  entitled  to  is  my  foot  in  your  back 
end.  Also,  I am  not  your  friend  you  overly  cocky  moron.”  I’m  practically  snarling  as  I 
grit  my  teeth. 

“Oh,  you  wound  me  sir.  What  have  I done  to  anger  his  highness?”  he  says 
in  a decisively  mocking  voice,  as  if  to  irritate  me  further,  which  I’m  sure  he  fully 
intends  to  do.  I’m  not  sure  how  to  respond  to  his  insolent  prattle  at  first,  but  as 
soon  I begin  to  think  of  a sound  reply  and  put  it  into  coherent  thought,  his  cheerful 
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demeanor  melts  away.  It  was  such  a drastic  change  in  mood  that  I suddenly 
became  painfully  aware  of  the  aging  aroma  of  death.  His  newly  serious  tone  bores 
into  my  brain  like  a drill  as  he  speaks. 

“You  realize  you’re  running  out  of  time,  yes?  What  do  you  intend  to  do  when 
the  time  comes  and  bells  of  fate  begin  to  chime  for  you?  You  can’t  live  forever, 
especially  with  the  state  you  are  in  now.” 

I hear  the  roar  of  thunder,  the  pitter-patter  of  rain  cascading  down  just 
outside  as  I clear  my  head  and  speak  in  turn. 

“I’ll  decide  that  when  the  time  comes,  but  for  now,  I’ll  continue  to  survive  as 
long  as  I can.  However,  I don’t  intend  to  allow  for  you  to  be  there  with  me.”  As  I’m 
saying  this,  my  hand  reaches  for  the  9mm.  pistol  at  my  hip  and  quickly  wrenches 
it  up  to  point  it  at  Faust’s  masked  face,  my  breathing  becoming  heavy  as  I do  so.  I 
feel  as  though  a great  weight  has  just  been  placed  on  my  chest.  He’s  right,  the  1-13 
is  becoming  increasingly  tough  to  deal  with. 

“Go  on  then,  pull  the  trigger  and  waste  your  final  bullet  on  me.  Then  it’ll 
just  be  you  and  the  voices  in  your  head.  Have  fun  with  your  slow  descent  into 
madness.”  His  voice  returns  from  serious  to  mocking  once  again. 

He  leaps  down  from  his  position  atop  the  vacant  store  shelf  in  one  quick 
movement.  He  begins  to  make  slow,  deliberate  strides  toward  me,  completely 
nonchalant  as  he  moves.  Placing  one  finger  on  the  end  of  the  gun  barrel,  he  begins 
to  push  down  heavily  upon  it,  an  air  of  imminent  violence  pouring  out  of  his  very 
presence. 

“You  know  you  wouldn’t  use  it  on  me,  you’re  saving  it  for  yourself,  yes?” 
Speaking  in  a heavy,  hushed  tone  he  continues,  “After  all,  you  can’t  stand  pain.  And 
pain  is  all  that  can  come  from  prolonging  your  meaningless  life.” 

Meaningless?  He’s  never  said  anything  of  that  nature  before,  and  since 
when  did  he  know  about  the  voices?  As  I’m  thinking  about  this,  the  weight  on  my 
chest  begins  to  increase  and  my  breath  becomes  short  and  labored.  I need  to 
put  as  much  distance  between  me  and  this  masked  freak  as  possible  as  fast  as  I 
can,  so  I turn  around  as  quickly  as  humanly  possible  and  plunge  headlong  into  the 
rain  that  lies  directly  beyond  the  crumbling  doorway  in  front  of  me.  Upon  exiting 
the  store,  I immediately  take  notice  to  the  chilling  rain  hammering  down  upon  my 
face.  It's  the  kind  of  rain  you  get  used  to  in  New  York  City  around  this  time  of  year, 
being  as  how  it  is  mid-October.  It’s  going  to  be  tough  to  run  at  my  best  with  this 
downpour  and  the  intense  pain  in  my  chest,  but  I must  try,  for  the  sake  of 


35 


fiction 


fiction 


my  dwindling  sanity.  I hear  a sickeningly  cheerful  mocking  voice  call  out  from 
behind  me. 

“Where  you  goin’?!  Why  don’t  you  stay  and  chat  for  a little  while  friend? 
Maybe  we  should  talk  about  how  much  you  fear  being  left  all  by  your  lonesome?” 
What  is  he  talking  about?  I decide  that  I’ll  ponder  this  once  I get  farther  away  from 
him  and  calm  down. 

I drop  myself  down  under  a mostly-intact  overhang  in  front  of  an  old, 
decrepit  apartment  building  as  I try  to  catch  ahold  of  my  breath.  The  bone-chilling 
rain  continues  as  I begin  to  convulse  heavily.  As  I’m  coughing  hoarsely  into  my 
hands,  I look  down  to  see  a dark-crimson  liquid  seeping  through  my  already  rain- 
soaked  fingers.  I can  taste  metallic,  lukewarm  blood  on  my  lips  and  tongue  as  I lean 
myself  against  the  coarse,  brown  brick  wall  behind  me.  The  roaring  voices  of  my 
inner  thoughts  soon  encroach  upon  the  fringes  of  my  rattled  mind,  drowning  out  the 
sound  of  the  rain  as  I begin  to  settle  myself  and  think.  The  voices  quickly  become 
wails  and  then  frantic  shouts  as  I gather  myself,  or  rather  my  thoughts.  As  much  as 
I can,  I tear  my  train  of  thought  back  onto  the  rails  of  Faust’s  words. 

I don’t  fear  being  alone.  Hell,  I’ve  been  waiting  for  him  to  shut  his  leaky 
sewer-pipe  of  a mouth. 

“Don’t  worry,  you  aren’t  alone,  we’ll  never  leave  you  behind.  We  aren’t  like 
the  others,”  I hear  a high-pitched  voice  desperately  yell  from  the  inner  realms  of  my 
damaged  psyche. 

Until  now,  I had  never  noticed  how  the  voices  seem  to  go  quiet  when  Faust 
is  around,  perhaps  because  he  talks  enough  to  block  out  the  voices.  I check  my 
watch  as  I look  upward  to  see  a brilliant  bolt  of  lightning  shoot  across  the  sky. 

My  watch  reads  6:42  p.m.  and  I notice  that  the  formerly  bright  sky  has  begun  to 
dim  to  a hue  of  deep  purples  and  oranges,  a beautiful  sight  I haven't  been  able  to 
appreciate  for  quite  some  time.  These  once  astounding  sights  have  been  tainted 
by  death  and  decay,  by  rot  and  hopelessness,  just  another  thing  I’ve  become 
accustomed  to.  I still  long  for  days  past  in  which  I didn’t  have  care  in  the  world, 
where  I could  feel  the  cool  morning  wind  on  my  face  without  the  odor  of  burning 
buildings  and  rotting  corpses  worming  its  way  into  my  nose.  Not  much  I can  do 
about  the  past,  though.  How  depressing  a thought. 

I only  just  realized  that  the  voices  had  died  down,  vyhich  could  only  mean 
one  thing.  Why  now?  I just  got  ahold  of  myself  moments  ago,  now  I’ve  got  to  deal 
with  him  so  soon.  I quickly  regain  my  composure  as  Faust  rounds  the  charred 
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corner  of  my  sanctuary.  I choke  down  his  appearance  silently  as  he  waves  to  me. 
He  is  drenched  from  head  to  toe  in  rain,  though  it  doesn’t  seem  to  bother  him  in  the 
slightest,  nor  does  it  hinder  his  swift,  strutting  style  of  walking. 

“Why  don’t  you  just  leave  me  alone  Faust?  Don’t  you  have  anything  better 
to  do?”  I quickly  snap  at  him. 

“Of  course  I don't,  what  else  is  there  to  do  in  a dead  city  such  as  this?” 
Faust  says  as  he  strides  up  to  face  me,  only  a few  feet  separating  us.  Looking 
down  at  his  soaking  wet  hands  he  continues,  “But  now  that  I think  about  it,  even  if  I 
did  have  something  else  to  do,  I’d  probably  spend  my  days  just  the  same.” 

“Why  do  you  love  to  annoy  me  so  much?”  I practically  bark  at  him  in  a 
hoarse,  heavy  tone  of  voice. 

“I  don’t  love  to  annoy  you,  I simply  hate  your  guts  with  every  fiber  of  my 
being.  I simply  loathe  contradictions,  and  you,  my  fine  friend,  are  the  epitome  of 
contradictory  beings,”  Faust  says  in  a surprisingly  flat  and  serious  tone. 

“What  do  you  mean  by  that?”  I reply  in  a hushed  tone. 

“What  do  you  think?  You  harbor  a deep-seated  fear  of  being  alone 
down  deep  within  yourself,  you  know  this  to  be  true.  Yet  you  always  avoid  being 
around  the  only  other  person  in  this  whole  city,”  he  calls  back  in  an  empty,  almost 
mechanical  tone. 

“I  avoid  you  because  I don’t  like  you!  Your  need  to  constantly  remind  me  of 
my  mortality  is  nothing  but  cruelty!”  I shout,  shaking  with  molten  rage  as  hot  as  a 
thousand  suns. 

“You  say  you  hate  annoyances,  yet  you  created  legions  of  voices  in  your 
head  in  an  attempt  to  rekindle  the  sounds  of  the  big  city.  How  desperate  a person 
do  you  have  to  be?  Honestly,  it’s  just  pathetic,  you’re  only  deluding  yourself.  No 
wonder  everybody  left  you  behind,  you  are  nothing  but  garbage,  a waste  of  space,” 
he  says  in  the  same  hollow  tone  as  before. 

I can’t  stand  this  anymore,  I need  to  get  away  from  him.  I need  to  still  my 
mind  and  think  about  how  I’m  going  to  find  some  form  of  food  to  sustain  myself  for 
yet  another  miserable  day.  I back  away  slowly  and  look  up  to  see  the  rising  figure  of 
the  moon  shining  with  a remarkable  wholeness,  a full  moon.  As  I’m  contemplating 
an  escape  route,  I begin  to  fall  backwards,  flailing  my  arms  about  wildly.  Humiliated, 

I look  up  to  see  Faust  staring  down  at  me,  shaking  his  head  from  side  to  side 
slowly. 

“My,  my,  my,  you  really  are  just  as  sad  as  I suspected  you  to  be.  You  like 
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to  talk  as  if  you  hate  me,  but  if  you  did,  then  you  should  have  killed  me  by  now. 

After  all,  you  have  the  means  to  do  so,  so  why  don’t  you  light  up  my  dull  existence. 
Could  it  be  that  you  need  me  for  some  reason.  If  not,  then  you  should  end  me 
already.”  A hint  of  malice  begins  to  taint  his  words  black  with  a faint  hatred. 

I gather  myself  up  and  dash  into  the  dim  building  behind  me;  I wince  as  I 
jog  over  shards  of  shattered  glass  and  bits  of  wood  from  smashed  windows.  Faust 
begins  to  follow,  the  heavy  sounds  of  his  footfalls  deafening  in  my  ears.  I make 
a painful  mad-dash  towards  the  stairs,  the  whole  while  I feel  jagged  bits  of  glass 
penetrating  the  soles  of  my  worn,  dingy  shoes.  Sucking  in  breath  after  breath  of 
foul-smelling  air  as  I run,  feeling  as  though  my  lungs  may  burst  at  any  moment,  I 
press  onward.  As  I arrive  at  the  top  of  the  stairs,  I throw  open  the  door  to  the  roof, 
followed  by  a wave  of  cold  night  air  forcing  its  way  into  my  throat.  I notice  the  usual 
smell  of  decay  that  permeates  this  desolate  city  is  in  a complete  and  total  absence. 

The  downpour  of  rain  seems  to  have  ceased,  taking  with  it  the  aroma  of 
the  dead.  Most  interesting  indeed.  However,  I have  little  time  to  give  thought  to  this 
as  Faust  appears  from  the  dark  stairwell  behind  me.  I check  my  surroundings.  The 
rooftop  seems  to  be  flat  and  square,  strewn  with  torn  pieces  of  paper  and  rusted 
sections  of  pipe  in  every  direction.  Nowhere  to  run,  I turn  to  face  my  adversary. 

“Are  you  about  done  now?  I’m  tired  and  I’d  like  to  move  things  along  as 
fast  as  we  can  if  you  wouldn’t  mind.”  Faust  says  in  that  peculiarly  empty  voice  that 
seems  to  generate  an  echo,  despite  the  fact  that  we  are  in  the  open  air  with  nothing 
his  voice  could  echo  off  of. 

I walk  to  the  cracked  edges  of  the  building  and  cast  my  gaze  to  the  ground 
below.  We  are  at  least  1 50  ft.  up;  this  makes  me  wonder  how  I ran  up  all  of  those 
stairs  as  fast  as  I did.  I turn  around  as  I try  to  evaluate  my  possible  courses  of 
action.  Faust  stands  stoically  before  me,  his  oddly  white  hair  shining  in  the  pale 
moonlight,  poised  in  such  a manner  as  to  show  he  is  prepared  for  anything  I could 
possibly  do.  As  I stand  stock-still,  trying  to  get  over  the  rueful  thoughts  racing 
through  my  head,  a single,  two-toned  voice  pierces  through  my  clouded  brain. 

“Kill  him.  Finish  it.  If  you  don’t,  you’ll  always  be  wondering  what  stopped  you 
from  doing  it.  Do  it  and  you  can  truly  achieve  what  you  have  sought  after,  complete 
silence  and  serenity.” 

As  I hear  this,  I look  down  at  the  gun  at  my  hip,  glistening  sinisterly, 
illuminated  by  the  moon’s  ghostly  light.  As  if  drawn  forward  by  some  spiteful  force,  I 
grip  the  pistol  tightly  and  lift  it  toward  Faust’s  masked  face. 
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“That’s  right,  go  on  and  do  it.  Squeeze  the  trigger  and  end  his  miserable 
existence,  show  him  your  reality,  your  hell,  your  god.  Become  the  harbinger  of 
death  for  this  pitiful  creature.  You  may  only  have  one  bullet,  but  that  is  all  you  need,” 
says  the  same  two-toned  voice  that  infects  my  thoughts  like  a virus,  both  calm  in  its 
low-pitch  and  frantic  in  its  high-pitch  at  the  same  time. 

“Finally  Dante,  you  are  finally  ready  to  take  me  up  on  my  offer,”  Faust  says, 
spitting  the  words  out  excitedly,  his  empty  tone  shooed  away  by  jubilation. 

As  if  on  cue,  I feel  my  finger  tighten  around  the  solid  steel  of  the  trigger  of 
the  weapon  in  my  right  hand.  A sudden  shot  rings  out,  a tremendous  clarion  echo 
resonating  throughout  the  frigid  night  air.  Just  as  I feel  the  gun  discharge  a single 
bullet  from  its  barrel,  Faust  crumples  to  the  ground,  as  if  he  were  a marionette 
whose  strings  had  been  severed  by  a large  pair  of  scissors.  His  body  lay  on  the 
filthy  rooftop,  crumpled  in  a still  heap  as  I stand  motionless. 

A sense  of  triumph  washes  over  me,  which  is  soon  replaced  with  the 
horribly  dreadful  awareness  of  the  atrocity  I had  just  willing  committed.  Murder,  I 
had  just  murdered  a man  for  just  the  words  he  had  said.  I hang  my  head  low  with 
this  heart-wrenching  realization. 

“How  evil  of  you,  you  cold  blooded  killer.” 

I snap  my  head  up  to  look  in  the  direction  of  Faust’s  body  as  I hear  his 
voice,  thickly  saturated  with  sarcasm  and  malice,  call  to  me.  I gaze  at  the  felled 
mass  of  his  remains  lying  on  the  ground,  which  seem  to  radiate  a strange  aura 
of  eeriness.  Suddenly,  as  if  by  some  form  of  magic,  Faust  begins  to  rise  from  the 
ground  with  an  unnaturally  jerky  and  twisting  motion.  He  wrenched  himself  forward, 
twitching  spasmodically  as  he  was  carried  along  trudgingly.  His  head,  which  was 
previously  pointed  downward,  threw  its  gaze  skyward  and  then  slowly  lowered  it 
until  his  eyes  were  settled  on  me.  There  was  a round,  bullet-shaped  hole  in  the 
center  of  his  mask,  right  between  the  eye  holes. 

“It  seems  you  proved  me  wrong  on  one  account,  did  have  the  guts  to  kill 
me.  However,  moping  over  my  death,  that  was  the  biggest  contradiction  yet,”  he 
says  in  a flat,  monotone  voice  that  seemed  to  hold  something  of  an  ethereal  quality. 
“I  will  give  you  a reward  for  showing  me  I was  wrong  in  one  sense,  though.” 

With  that,  Faust  jerks  his  hand  to  his  face  and  tears  off  the  blank  white  mask 
I have  never  seen  him  without.  In  the  same  awkward  movement,  he  hurls  it  over  the 
side  of  the  apartment  complex  into  the  refuse  strewn  streets  below  us. 

“What  in  the  world.  . .are  you?”  I gasp  out  as  I behold  his  countenance. 

My  own  face,  revealed  to  me  by  the  moon’s  luminous  glow,  looks  back  at 
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me  from  across  the  rooftop.  The  only  visible  difference  is  the  freshly-made  bullet 
wound,  dripping  with  deep-crimson  blood,  placed  squarely  between  his  eyes,  my 
eyes.  As  I stood  still  as  a marble  statue  and  gaped  hopelessly,  he  began  to  speak  in 
an  oddly  familiar  voice. 

“I  am  thou,  and  thou  art  I.  I come  from  the  tumultuous  sea  of  thy  soul.  I am 
the  part  of  you  that  you  wish  you  to  forget.  I am  the  loneliness  that  inhabits  your 
heart,  your  desire  to  be  heard  and  to  hear  from  others.  I was  once  one  those  voices 
in  your  feeble  mind,  but  in  your  loneliness,  I was  made  manifest  to  be  your  saving 
grace,  though  you  still  rejected  me.” 

I stand  vacantly  as  I try  to  swallow  the  bitter  taste  of  the  words  of  my 
doppelganger.  Once  again,  I feel  the  insufferable  weight  of  my  disease  suffocating 
me  slowly  as  I put  my  mind  to  work.  He  begins  to  speak  once  more,  again  in  my 
own  voice. 

“In  killing  me,  you  have  killed  a part  of  yourself  which  cannot  be  replaced,  a 
self-induced  suicide  of  the  soul.  You  shall  now  be  forever  alone,  a pale  and  empty 
shell  of  the  man  you  once  were  without  a single  shred  of  your  former  humanity. 

Cling  to  life  without  honor,  without  purpose,  and  live  with  your  sins,  Dante  Riddley. 
That  shall  be  your  eternal  punishment  for  your  heretical  acts.” 

With  his  final  words,  Faust’s  very  being  begins  to  dissolve  into  a deep-grey 
ash  as  his  remains  were  scattered  to  the  winds  of  nonexistence.  As  I’m  beholding 
this  extraordinary  sight,  I sink  to  my  knees,  both  in  the  frustration  of  my  acts  and  the 
pain  of  my  diseased  body. 

“Can  I live  with  myself?”  I mutter  as  I look  out  sorrowfully  at  the  cityscape, 
“He  was  right,  I’m  truly  alone  now.  I’ve  used  my  last  bullet  and  the  1-13  is  going  to 
make  the  remainder  of  my  life  hell  on  Earth.” 

I walk  to  the  edge  of  the  building  and  look  outward  to  the  city  devoid  of 
life.  After  a few  minutes  have  passed,  I look  down  at  my  watch,  which  now  has 
a cracked  faceplate.  It  seems  as  though  my  watch  has  stopped  at  7:02  p.m., 
most  likely  due  to  the  tumble  I took  while  I desperately  backed  away  from  Faust  in 
ignorance.  I look  back  up  to  see  an  unchanged  horizon  sprawled  out  before  me;  I 
can  no  longer  hear  the  voices  that  once  constantly  terrorized  me  from  the  depths  of 
my  subconscious.  I stand  on  the  ledge  and  shut  my  eyes  so  that  my  sight  reflects 
the  landscape  of  my  mind,  pure  black  emptiness. 

“If  there  exists  a god  in  Heaven,  I must  ask  you  a question.  Why  have  you 
forsaken  one  of  your  children?”  I let  out  a nervous  chuckle  as  I say  this  and  then 
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continue  in  a sorrowful,  hopeless  tone.  “Of  course  there  is  no  god,  what  a useless, 
foolish,  ephemeral  ideal.” 

I complete  my  thoughts  and  begin  to  take  a step  off  of  my  precarious  perch, 
my  eyes  still  sealed  and  my  arms  spread  outward  as  if  I were  an  immense  bird 
poised  to  take  flight. 

“Memento  Mori,  Remember,  we  will  all  die.” 
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Success  and  Strain:  Sport  and  Its  Undertones 

Stretch  and  practice.  Sweat,  cry,  and  become  both  mentally  and  physically 
exhausted.  Hit  the  showers  and  rest  up.  Repeat.  This  is  the  revolving  door  in  which 
many  athletes  find  themselves.  The  day  competition  arrives,  the  revolving  door 
stops  for  just  a short  while.  During  this  time  athletes  face  their  opponents  and 
attempt  to  overcome  them  utilizing  muscle  memory,  knowledge,  natural  ability, 
and  sometimes  the  aid  of  a machine.  On  the  surface  the  opponent  is  something 
tangible:  another  person  or  group,  an  animal,  or  even  a machine.  Roland  Barthes, 
however,  insists  that  the  opponent  is  much  more  complex  than  its  surface 
suggests.  In  his  essay  What  is  Sport?,  he  deciphers  what  the  opponent  truly  is  in 
five  sports:  bullfighting,  car  racing,  cycling  {the  Tour  de  France ),  ice  hockey,  and 
soccer.  The  tangible  opponent  cannot  be  overlooked  in  any  of  these  sports,  but 
they  are  not  the  opponent  that  matters  most.  The  adversaries’  athletes  can  see  and 
touch,  the  ones  wearing  flamboyant  jerseys  and  sweating  profusely,  represent  the 
intangible.  They  represent  the  struggle  to  overcome  fears,  endurance  and  resilience, 
a wide  range  of  emotions  that  occur  in  sport,  and  a common  opponent  which 
unifies  a people  for  a short  time  despite  their  many  differences. 

Barthes  pulls  apart  bullfighting  first  but  immediately  recognizes  that  it  is 
not  actually  a sport — even  though  it  fits  one  of  his  many  definitions  of  sport.  To 
Barthes,  sport  consists  of  “strict  rules  of  combat,  strength  of  the  adversary,  (and) 
man's  knowledge  and  courage”  (Barthes  3).  Because  bullfighting  fits  this  mold,  it 
is  easy  to  acknowledge  it  as  a sport  in  this  respect.  The  bull  is  the  obvious  and 
tangible  adversary  possessing  raw  strength  while  the  bullfighter  possesses  man’s 
knowledge  and  courage.  The  bull  cannot  be  said  to  possess  courage  because  it 
did  not  make  the  conscious  decision  to  step  into  this  battle. 

Even  as  the  bull  represents  raw  and  destructive  power,  it  also  symbolizes 
other  intangible  adversaries  for  the  bullfighter  and  the  spectators.  Bullfighters  bring 
their  own  secret  assortment  of  intangible  assets  to  the  fight  as  well:  “Courage, 
knowledge,  and  beauty,  these  are  what  man  opposes  to  the  strength  of  the  animal” 
(Barthes  9).  Add  in  the  fact  the  bullfighter  has  men  on  horseback  chasing  the 
bull  to  exhaust  it  and  the  bull’s  demise  is  inevitable.  The  bullfighter  will  overcome 
the  intangible  opponents  of  ignorance,  fear,  and  necessity  as  well  as  the  tangible 
opponent:  the  bull  (Barthes  9).  Because  the  bullfighter  performs  this  feat  before 
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the  public  and  creates  a graceful  show,  the  victory  is  not  singular;  it  belongs  to  all 
the  viewers  as  they  recognize  themselves  in  the  bullfighter  so  that  they  too  have 
overcome  ignorance,  fear  and  necessity  (Barthes  9).  The  spectators  live  through 
the  bullfighter  and  the  event  becomes  much  more  than  a bullfight;  it  becomes  a 
community  affair  uniting  the  people  as  one. 

Like  bullfighting,  car  racing  is  a community  affair,  only  this  community  is  much 
smaller.  It  consists  of  the  driver,  the  crew,  and  the  machine.  The  obvious  opponents 
in  this  sport  are  other  machines  and  their  drivers  but,  once  again,  intangible 
adversaries  exist.  The  terrain  of  the  track,  time,  and,  weight  are  all  things  a driver 
must  overcome.  This  can  only  happen  when  the  driver  pushes  the  machine  and 
his/her  courage  to  the  absolute  edge  of  their  capabilities  (Barthes  25).  When — if — a 
driver  conquers  all  of  these  opponents  (time,  weight,  terrain,  machines,  and  other 
drivers)  s/he  is  victorious.  Although  s/he  has  beaten  the  other  drivers,  Barthes  urges 
that  the  opposite  has  happened:  “He  has  won  his  victory  not  over  his  rivals,  but  on 
the  contrary  with  them,  over  the  obstinate  heaviness  of  things”  (Barthes  25).  If  the 
racers  and  their  machines  finish  the  race  unscathed  then  they  have  defeated  time 
and  the  seemingly  inevitable  disastrous  events  when  such  power  and  speed  collide 
with  the  incredible  mass  and  inertia  of  their  machines. 

Machines  have  a role  in  Barthes  next  subject  as  well.  This  time  they  do  not 
play  such  a significant  part  because  bicycles  are  miniscule  compared  to  race  cars 
and  powerless  without  the  exertion  of  their  passengers.  Without  these  machines 
though,  the  Tour  de  France  could  not  occur  and  France  would  be  an  incredibly 
different  nation.  This  event,  like  bullfighting,  unites  a group.  The  group,  however,  is 
an  entire  country:  France.  Its  spectators  endure  the  month-long  struggle  alongside 
its  participants  while  escaping  the  opponents  that  come  with  the  Tour.  The  Tour, 
like  car  racing,  presents  its  participants  with  many  opponents.  Time,  terrain,  weight, 
and  other  racers  are  again  present,  along  with  gravity.  Nature  and  fatigue  are  also 
present  though.  Most  of  these  are  intangible,  making  this  sport  a battle  not  against 
things  felt  and  seen,  but  against  the  mind. 

Barthes  insists  that  the  mountain  stages  of  the  Tour  are  the  most  crucial 
because  it  introduces  the  participant  to  extreme  heat  and  extreme  cold,  and  the 
weight  of  nature  (Barthes  41).  These  stages  usually  determine  the  winner,  but  they 
also  define  “the  virtues  of  the  combatant”  (Barthes  41).  The  mountain  stages  are 
much  more  than  a bicycle  race  against  other  cyclists  up  and  down  mountains.  They 
are  a test  of  the  racers  character,  defining  or  determining  what  kind  of  person  each 
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individual  cyclist  is.  To  survive  the  mountain  stages  is  crucial  to  winning  the  Tour, 
but  it  is  even  more  crucial  how  one  survives  the  mountains:  "This  idea  is  that  man 
is  fully  defined  by  his  action,  and  man’s  action  is  not  to  dominate  other  men,  it  is  to 
dominate  things”  (Barthes  43).  The  Tour  is  a bicycle  race,  but  Barthes  makes  it  clear 
that  it  is  much,  much  more  than  a simple  race.  It  is  a testament  of  an  individual’s 
character,  their  resistance  of  things,  their  control  of  the  controllable,  and  how  much 
they  can  endure  before  breaking  down. 

Another  sport  that  encompasses  an  entire  nation  is  ice  hockey.  For  this  sport 
Barthes  offers  a different  definition  than  what  he  used  for  bullfighting.  Actually, 
he  uses  two  new  definitions:  one  for  sport  and  another  for  national  sport,  which 
ice  hockey  undoubtedly  is  for  Canada.  The  definition  of  sport  in  the  case  of  ice 
hockey  is  “this  specific  power  to  transform  each  thing  into  its  opposite”  (Barthes 
45).  Canada’s  frozen  and  frigid  landscape  offered  little  excitement  and  activity.  Ice 
hockey  transformed  that  concept  by  creating  a game  of  intense  speed,  agility,  and 
precision.  It  has  become  Canada’s  national  sport,  according  to  Barthes’  definition: 

“a  sport  that  rises  out  of  the  substance  of  a nation,  out  of  its  soil  and  climate” 
(Barthes  47).  With  this  as  the  definition  of  national  sport,  ice  hockey  and  Canada 
appear  to  have  been  destined  for  one  another. 

Ice  hockey  is  not  merely  a sport  in  Canada,  it  is  life.  Through  ice  hockey 
Canadian  youth  learn  and  grow  up;  they  are  initiated  into  the  Canadian  lifestyle 
(Barthes  47).  Because  ice  hockey  is  a lifestyle,  the  failures  and  triumphs  associated 
with  it  are  exaggerated:  “A  goal  scored  is  ...  a great  victory,  but  in  hockey  the 
game  is  so  fast,  the  puck  so  tiny,  that  a failed  goal  is  not  only  a defeat,  it  is  virtually 
a wound,  intense  as  a pistol  shot”  (Barthes  51).  If  this  is  only  an  example  of  a 
missed  shot,  imagine  how  devastating  a loss  is.  But,  triumph  is  also  exaggerated 
here  in  this  frigid  sport.  To  be  a great  player  does  not  make  one  a star — it  makes 
one  a hero  (Barthes  49).  Heroes  are  looked  up  to  and  admired.  Ice  hockey  defines 
Canadian  individuals;  it  gives  them  passion,  agility,  speed,  and  character.  But, 
the  opponent  they  face  is  a lofty  one;  tangibly  it  is  simply  the  opposing  team,  but 
intangibly  it  is  the  crushing  weight  of  defeat  and  therefore  the  definition  of  their  lives. 

The  final  sport  discussed  in  Barthes’  essay  is  soccer,  the  universal  sport.  Like 
all  the  others,  it  unites  an  area  or  region,  or  even  a nation.  Sport  so  effectively 
unites  people  because  “everything  happening  to  the  player  is  also  happening  to  the 
spectator”  (Barthes  59).  With  this  to  work  with,  sport  is  effective  because  it  provides 
everyone — players  and  spectators  alike — with  a common  experience.  Soccer  is 
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to  England  what  ice  hockey  is  to  Canada — a national  sport  that  is  expected  of  the 
nation’s  youth.  Soccer,  too,  defines  England’s  youth  and  defines  the  individual  they 
will  become.  Finally,  though,  soccer  and  all  of  all  of  these  sports  are  the  voice  of 
"the  human  contract”  (Barthes  65).  These  sports  are  not  only  sports  to  Barthes  but 
expression,  art,  passion,  knowledge,  courage,  endurance,  resistance,  and  identity. 

Looking  at  sport  through  the  lens  of  Barthes  makes  all  these  things  apparent, 
but  it  restricts  the  view  from  many  other  things  sport  provides  its  participants  and 
its  spectators.  Select  a sport  and  there  is  a group  that  identifies  entirely  with  that 
sport.  In  Canada  it  is  ice  hockey,  England  and  many  other  countries  it  is  soccer, 
France  and  it  is  cycling  and  the  Tour  de  France.  In  Italy  it  could  be  soccer  but  it 
could  also  be  car  racing.  In  Spain  it  could  be  soccer  but  it  could  also  be  bullfighting. 
In  Australia  it  could  be  cricket  or  rugby.  In  America  it  could  be  a variety  of  sports: 
baseball,  basketball,  football,  or  even  soccer.  Whatever  sport  it  is  does  not  matter. 
What  matters  is  that  men  and  women  practice  and  stretch,  sweat  and  strain.  They 
put  everything  they  have  into  these  sporting  competitions  for  not  only  themselves 
but  for  “their  entire  human  universe”  (Barthes  65).  Sports  are  not  an  individual 
activity  although  some  may  be  performed  by  just  one  individual.  They  represent 
everyone  and  everything.  They  represent  the  brutality  and  immobility  of  nature,  the 
knowledge  and  courage  of  all  people  (Barthes  65). 

Sports  are  much  more  than  events  of  competition.  They  bring  people  together 
in  hopes  of  triumph  over  the  tangible  opponent,  but  the  victory  over  the  intangible 
opponents  mean  so  much  more.  They  affirm  human’s  superiority  and  intellect, 
provide  entertainment  to  millions,  and  allow  millions  more  to  escape  their  struggles 
and  troubles  for  a brief  time.  Sports,  especially  for  their  participants,  create  a 
world  entirely  separate  from  what  is  real.  In  this  world  it  is  the  participant  and  his/ 
her  opponents,  both  tangible  and  intangible.  This  is  what  sport  is:  the  struggle  to 
overcome  all  the  obstacles  both  visible  and  invisible,  an  escape  to  a world  that 
neither  knows  nor  cares  about  the  troubles  left  behind  in  the  real  world,  a test  which 
defines  its  takers,  and  a uniting  event  that  enables  everyone — competitors  and 
spectators — to  experience  every  emotion  imaginable  in  a relatively  short  time.  Sport 
is  the  ultimate  thrill  ride. 
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Emi  Suenaga 


Who  Am  I? 

In  Japan,  I am  American.  In  the  U.S.,  I am  Asian.  It’s  an  interesting  thing  to  be 
half-and-half  of  two  cultures.  Sometimes,  as  a child,  you  don’t  want  to  be  different; 
you  just  want  to  blend  in.  However,  I think  most  adults  like  the  qualities  that  make 
them  different  from  their  peers.  I think  it’s  fun  to  be  part  of  two  different  cultures. 

I’m  so  lucky  to  even  get  to  go  to  Japan  in  my  life.  I get  to  experience  the  food, 
traditions,  history,  and  language  of  such  a beautiful  country.  I love  to  introduce 
my  friends  to  different  Japanese  foods  and  share  stories,  traditions,  and  history 
with  them.  Although  I do  wish  Japan  were  closer,  I’m  so  thankful  to  be  Japanese 
American.  I’ve  lived  in  three  cities  in  the  world,  and  each  has  helped  make  me  into 
the  person  I am  today. 

I was  born  in  Tokyo,  Japan,  but  raised  here  and  sadly,  the  only  Japanese 
person  I really  know  is  my  father.  My  family  moved  to  Japan  when  my  mother  was 
pregnant  with  me,  and  moved  back  when  I was  a year  and  a half  old.  His  family  has 
lived  in  many  areas  of  Japan,  the  U.S.  (New  Jersey  and  Wisconsin),  Great  Britain 
(England),  and  Canada  (British  Columbia),  but  ever  since  we  moved  back  in  1989 
my  immediate  family  hasn’t  lived  close  enough  to  see  them  more  often  than  every 
couple  years. 

My  biggest  complaint  about  being  half  American  and  half  Japanese  is  the  fact 
that  my  family  is  split  down  the  middle.  I don’t  know  if  you  would  call  it  a complaint, 
because  it  doesn’t  annoy  me  or  anger  me;  it  saddens  me.  When  I visit  Japan,  I 
don’t  really  know  my  family  there.  They  remember  me  as  a baby,  a toddler,  or  a 
12-year-old.  I think  it’s  very  sad  that  I’ll  never  really  know  them  and  they’ll  never 
really  know  me.  The  most  we  can  do  is  make  small  talk. 

My  dad  never  taught  his  children  Japanese,  and  although  my  siblings  and  I 
have  tried  to  learn  later  in  life  through  classes  and  independent  study,  we  can  only 
communicate  well  with  the  members  of  the  family  who  speak  English.  Fortunately 
for  us,  we  have  quite  a few  cousins  and  uncles  who  are  fluent  in  English,  and  lots  of 
people  in  the  city  speak  English  and  like  to  practice  it  with  us.  In  fact,  English  class 
is  a requirement  in  most  Japanese  schools  now.  But  when  I visited  last  winter,  I felt 
embarrassed  to  speak  almost  no  Japanese  at  all. 

I used  to  read  a book  called  Grandfather’s  Journey,  by  Allen  Say.  In  it,  the 
author  discusses  the  journey  his  grandfather  made  from  Japan  to  the  U.S.,  which 
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Say  later  made  as  well.  He  captures  the  paradox  that  I relate  to  very  much:  “The 
funny  thing  is,  the  moment  I am  in  one  country,  I am  homesick  for  the  other”  (Say 
31).  Personally,  I can’t  feel  completely  at  home  when  I visit  Japan  because  I’ve  only 
been  a couple  times,  but  last  winter  I wanted  to  stay  much  longer  than  I could.  In 
almost  three  weeks  I didn’t  get  homesick  at  all.  It’s  difficult  to  have  such  a love  for 
two  countries  on  opposite  sides  of  the  world. 

I’m  sure  my  father  feels  this  struggle  much  more  than  I do,  although  he  would 
probably  admit  his  love  for  Japan  is  greater  than  his  love  for  the  U.S.  After  living 
here  (and  missing  Japan)  for  1 6 years,  he  moved  back  to  his  home  country  and 
seemed  incredibly  happy.  But  now,  there  are  things  that  he  misses  about  this 
country.  His  children  are  all  in  our  child-bearing  years,  and  I’m  sure  when  he 
has  grandchildren  he'll  want  to  be  here  even  more.  I hope  he’s  here  enough  for 
my  future  children  to  know  him  like  I do.  I wouldn’t  want  them  to  have  the  same 
relationship  with  their  grandfather  that  I have  with  the  majority  of  my  Japanese 
relatives,  re-meeting  him  every  ten  years  or  so.  It  would  also  disappoint  me  if  they 
had  trouble  understanding  his  accent. 

I’ve  lived  in  Overland  Park  and  Merriam  almost  my  whole  life.  I’ve  lived  a 
privileged  life,  going  to  good  schools,  having  a nice  house  to  live  in,  and  although 
there  have  been  money  worries;  we’ve  always  had  everything  we  really  needed. 
Suburbs  like  Overland  Park  and  Merriam  have  a lot  more  trees  and  grass  compared 
to  cities,  and  there  are  big  parking  lots  so  parking  is  never  an  issue.  The  streets  are 
wide,  well-maintained,  and  only  get  congested  during  rush  hour  or  construction. 
Johnson  County  is  a great  place  to  live,  especially  for  growing  families. 

My  problem  with  Johnson  County  is  that  there  is  little  diversity.  According  to  the 
U.S.  Census  Bureau,  in  2007  Johnson  County’s  population  was  89.9%  white  (U.S. 
Census  Bureau).  I’m  not  sure  if  this  has  affected  me  negatively,  but  I’m  sure  it  has 
affected  me.  I grew  up  with  it,  so  I don’t  remember  noticing. 

My  mother  once  said  she  kind  of  regretted  raising  us  in  a place  with  so  little 
diversity.  I think  she  didn’t  want  us  to  be  narrow-minded  or  ignorant  of  other 
cultures.  Strangely,  only  one  person  in  my  close  circle  of  friends  is  white.  I’m  not 
sure  how  it  happened  in  an  area  that’s  predominantly  white,  but  most  of  my  friends 
are  black,  Middle  Eastern,  Hispanic,  Asian,  or  a mixture  of  more  than  one  ethnicity. 

For  a short  time,  I lived  in  the  Pilsen  area  of  Chicago,  Illinois.  There  was  a bit  of 
culture  shock,  not  like  what  I felt  in  Japan,  but  a considerable  amount  because  I 
had  never  lived  in  a city  before.  Public  transportation  was  the  biggest  issue;  it  was 
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completely  new  to  me.  I even  had  to  learn  how  it  worked  from  my  sister!  We  have 
buses  in  the  Kansas  City  area,  but  very  few  people  use  the  Johnson  County  line.  In 
Chicago,  the  buses  and  trains  are  the  main  mode  of  transportation. 

It  was  also  very  different  to  live  in  an  area  that’s  predominantly  Hispanic.  Most 
of  the  businesses  have  their  signs  in  Spanish,  and  there  were  street  vendors  selling 
tamales  and  helados  (ice  cream).  I remember  needing  to  call  a laundromat  to  ask 
how  late  it  was  going  to  be  open  and  having  to  ask  the  lady  in  Spanish.  I really 
enjoyed  hearing  the  language  around  the  neighborhood  and  getting  to  practice  my 
Spanish.  Spanish  has  been  my  favorite  class  for  years,  and  I recently  decided  my 
major  and  had  to  stop  taking  it  for  lack  of  time.  How  silly  that  I love  Spanish  and 
have  such  a difficult  time  learning  Japanese! 

My  favorite  part  of  living  in  the  city  was  being  able  to  walk  so  many  places.  This 
could  also  be  a disadvantage  if  you  don’t  own  a car  and  have  no  other  choice  but 
to  walk  in  Chicago’s  bitter  winters,  but  when  the  weather’s  decent  it’s  pleasant  to 
stroll  down  to  the  store,  the  park,  or  a restaurant.  There  was  a corner  store  across 
the  street  and  a few  doors  down  from  my  sister's  apartment,  and  I enjoyed  being 
able  to  walk  over  there  and  buy  some  snacks  or  candy.  Where  I live  now,  the 
closest  business  is  probably  at  least  a 20-minute  walk. 

The  streets  in  the  city  are  also  much  more  pedestrian-  and  bike-friendly.  I 
thought  it  was  interesting  that  people  in  the  Kansas  City  area  don’t  seem  to  walk 
to  the  places  they  need  to  go  often  or  at  all,  and  almost  the  only  things  to  do 
are  sedentary,  like  going  out  to  eat  and  going  to  the  movies.  It  might  not  be  any 
coincidence  that  we  live  in  one  of  the  fatter  cities  in  the  U.S.,  but  that  might  also 
have  something  to  do  with  being  the  barbeque  capital  of  the  country.  I guess  I’m 
fine  with  being  fat  if  we  can  keep  our  barbeque. 

After  I came  back  to  Overland  Park,  I noticed  a few  things  I had  looked  at  but 
not  really  seen  to  that  extent,  the  lack  of  diversity  being  the  most  evident.  Growing 
up,  I always  knew  Johnson  County  was  predominantly  white,  but  it  became  much 
more  apparent  to  me.  I have  to  say  the  first  thing  that  I really  studied  once  I got  to 
Kansas  City  was  the  skyline.  It  made  me  smile  and  helped  cement  the  idea  that  I 
was  home.  Also  it’s  kind  of  cute  compared  to  the  larger  skyline  of  Chicago,  or  the 
much  larger  skyline  of  Tokyo.  Once  I got  closer  to  my  neighborhood,  I marveled  at 
how  green  everything  was.  It  was  mid-spring,  so  everything  that  was  green  looked 
especially  so,  but  also  there  is  just  plain  more  green  in  this  area  than  Pilsen.  Every 
house  has  a yard,  there  are  trees  and  bushes  everywhere,  and  there  are  even  grass 
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and  small  trees  in  the  medians  of  our  busier  streets.  I also  noticed  how  wide  the 
streets  are  and  how  easy  it  is  to  get  around.  There  isn’t  much  traffic,  there  aren't 
nearly  as  many  potholes,  and  parking  is  effortless. 

I haven’t  moved  around  much  in  my  life,  but  the  cities  I’ve  lived  in  have  been 
different  enough  that  it’s  awakened  an  appreciation  in  me  for  each  one.  It’s  also 
made  me  more  appreciative  of  differences  in  environment  in  general.  I’m  not  sure 
people  who  have  lived  in  multicultural  places  for  a long  time  realize  how  lucky  they 
are.  And  I’m  not  sure  people  who  have  lived  in  homogenous  places  for  a long  time 
realize  what  they're  missing. 

It  brings  to  mind  a poem  that  means  a lot  to  me.  “Those  Winter  Sundays,”  by 
Robert  Hayden,  originally  struck  me  emotionally  because  of  the  parallels  between 
his  feelings  toward  his  father  and  my  feelings  toward  mine.  However,  the  idea  of 
something  in  your  life  that  you  don’t  fully  appreciate  until  you  gain  more  experiences 
parallels  my  appreciation  for  diversity  in  people,  places,  and  food.  Hayden 
didn’t  realize  how  lucky  he  was  and  how  much  his  father  did  for  him.  “Speaking 
indifferently  to  him,  who  had  driven  out  the  cold  and  polished  my  good  shoes  as 
well”  (Hayden  15).  I didn’t  realize  how  lucky  I was  to  not  be  boxed  in  to  one  way  of 
life  and  to  experience  various  cultures. 

I’m  so  grateful  to  have  explored  the  cultures,  environments,  and  climates  of 
three  distinct  places.  I’m  excited  to  know  that  Japan  will  be  a place  I continue  to 
visit  and  learn  more  about  throughout  my  life.  I hope  to  be  able  to  travel  to  more 
countries  later  on  and  continue  to  expand  my  appreciation  for  the  things  that  make 
them  unique. 
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Tracy  K.  Smith  is  the  201 2 Pulitzer  Prize  Winner  for  Poetry 


Tracy  K.  Smith  at  Rockhurst  University 

On  Thursday,  October  25,  I went  to  Rockhurst  University  to  see  Tracy  K.  Smith 
as  part  of  The  Midwest  Poets  Series  (established  in  1983).  Little  did  I know  that  I 
was  going  to  be  inspired  by  Smith’s  work  and  her  life.  Smith  read  from  her  book 
Life  on  Mars  and  she  said  that  when  she  was  writing  this  that  she  was  looking  for 
a different  perspective,  and  honestly  I think  she  accomplished  that.  Her  first  poem 
was  “Sci-Fi,”  and  after  she  read  it,  she  mentioned  that  she  felt  that  God  starting 
showing  up  in  her  poems. 

“It  and  Company,”  “The  Museum  of  Obsolescence,”  “My  God  is  Full  of  Stars,” 
“The  Universe  is  a House  Party,”  “Speed  of  belief,”  “Don’t  You  Wonder  Sometimes,” 
“Universe  as  Primal  Scream,”  and  “Ransom”  were  just  some  of  the  poems  from  Life 
on  Mars  that  she  read  to  her  audience  at  Rockhurst  University.  I really  loved  “My 
God  is  Full  of  Stars”  because  she  says,  “Life  below  the  sea.  . .”  and  that  quote  just 
really  means  something  to  me.  It  makes  me  think  about  the  future  for  us  humans, 
our  eternal  life,  and  a life  beyond  here  on  earth.  “When  does  the  storm  set 
free.  . .”  is  a quote  from  “Speed  of  Belief”  and  this  poem  was  about  her  father  who 
has  passed.  This  quote  stuck  out  to  me  and  got  my  mind  wondering  what  she  was 
really  feeling  and  thinking  when  she  wrote  this  poem.  She  mentioned  that  she  wrote 
about  her  father  and  his  passing  many  times,  and  she  did  with  great  passion  and 
language. 

Tracy  K.  Smith  was  not  just  another  poet  talking  about  herself  or  just  reading 
from  her  book.  Through  her  readings  she  showed  the  audience  instead  of  just 
talking  to  the  audience.  She  delivered  her  poems  out  loud  showing  us  these  vivid 
images.  She  had  great  passion,  confidence,  and  even  let  her  emotions  show 
through.  By  the  reasoning  she  gave  behind  some  of  her  poems  the  audience 
learned  about  her  father  and  his  passing,  and  as  the  audience  we  can  see  that  she 
is  expressing  herself  deeply  through  her  poems.  Her  poems  are  not  just  part  of  the 
grieving  process  but  a look  at  the  past  and  a defining  moment  of  her  true  strength. 
Her  strength  is  tremendously  showing  because  she  can  talk  about  this  passing 
without  getting  choked  up,  and  the  audience  can  see  that  she  is  at  ease.  She 
delivers  this  message  to  the  audience  as  a peaceful  and  accepting  message  with 
us  all  hoping  that  we  too  can  be  at  ease  when  we  experience  an  unexpected  death. 

I am  really  moved  that  I not  only  got  to  hear  poetry  and  to  expand  my 


53 


non-fiction 


non-fiction 


knowledge  but  I got  to  know  about  Tracy  K.  Smith  and  her  personal  life.  Her  life 
story  is  meaningful  because  every  single  person  is  unique  and  deserves  a chance 
to  let  their  story  be  heard  and  known.  I am  always  open  to  listen  and  learn  about 
different  peoples’  lives  because  my  life  has  been  sheltered  in  the  fact  that  I have 
always  lived  in  the  same  place.  Living  in  the  same  place  and  knowing  the  same 
people  has  made  me  want  to  explore  and  learn  about  other  people  and  the  way 
they  live  their  lives.  Not  only  has  living  in  the  same  place  made  me  want  to  explore 
different  peoples’  lives  but  be  exceptionally  grateful  when  I do  meet  a new  person 
and  learn  about  their  life  story.  By  Smith  opening  up  through  her  poetry  I am  able 
to  come  out  of  shelter  and  not  only  learn  but  see  what  else  is  out  there  and  how 
unique  and  different  her  life  has  been  in  which  I am  extremely  grateful. 

I really  enjoyed  learning  about  Tracy  K.  Smith  and  getting  to  see  her  read  her 
own  poems.  I have  never  experienced  anything  like  this,  and  I am  certainly  glad  I 
did.  She  has  a great  talent,  and  I am  lucky  that  I got  to  be  a part  of  it.  I found  this 
experience  not  only  peaceful  but  inspiring.  I now  look  at  poetry  differently  by  seeing 
more  positivity  and  beauty. 
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Joshua  Murphy 


The  Secret  Origin  of  Pinball 

Did  you  know  the  popular  arcade  game  known  as  pinball  dates  back  to  middle 
of  the  1 4th  century  in  Mexico?  It  was  developed  by  Aztec  prison  guards  and  was 
used  as  a way  to  torture  inmates  while  entertaining  themselves.  The  game  was  not 
played  on  tabletop  like  it  is  today;  instead  it  was  played  on  large  hills  with  various 
rock  structures  throughout.  Guards  would  force  prisoners  into  spheres  that  were 
roughly  two  feet  in  diameter.  These  spheres  were  made  out  of  a combination  of 
granite  and  throne  bush.  The  name  “Pinball”  actually  referred  to  the  way  the  thorns 
would  often  pierce  the  skin  of  the  prisoners  inside.  The  spheres  would  be  dragged 
to  the  top  of  the  hill  and  rolled  down  it.  The  prisoners  would  then  have  to  endure 
the  ride  down  to  the  bottom  of  the  hill.  Should  they  make  it  to  the  bottom  of  the 
hill  and  survive,  they  would  be  released  from  their  sentences.  More  often  than  not 
the  spheres  would  smash  into  rock  faces,  killing  the  prisoners.  This  version  lasted 
for  two-hundred  years  before  it  was  replaced  with  simple  beheadings.  During  the 
Spanish  conquest,  Cortez  brought  the  idea  back  to  Spain  where  he  sold  it  to  prison 
officials  who  attempted  to  develop  the  idea  for  the  Spanish  Inquisition;  unfortunately 
due  to  a lack  of  granite  the  idea  never  made  it  past  the  testing  phase.  It  was  not 
until  the  1 600s  when  a woodworker  named  Ricardo  Balline  developed  the  table 
top-method  that  we  know  today.  The  game  was  played  with  a cannonball  on  a 
large  tabletop.  If  the  player  failed  to  keep  the  ball  on  the  table  long  enough  it  would 
fall  through  the  bottom  and  crush  their  feet.  Eventually  the  cannonball  was  replaced 
with  a marble  and  became  the  version  we  play  today. 
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Julia  Hamilton 


Skin 

His  skin  was  the  most  comforting  thing  about  him,  my  grandpa.  It  was  the  softest 
I’ve  ever  felt.  Softer  than  my  baby  brother’s.  Softer  than  the  summer  sky.  It  was  full 
of  nooks  and  crannies.  Wrinkles.  And  warm  to  the  touch. 

I sat  on  his  lap  and  he  called  me  J.P.  and  I ran  my  fingers  along  his  arms  as  he 
spoke.  His  voice  was  soft  too,  as  he  told  me  stories  of  war  and  younger  times. 
Times  when  his  voice  was  strong.  When  his  skin  was  rough  and  was  his  armor.  A 
young  man’s  skin. 

I sat  and  I listened.  In  awe,  in  love.  As  he  turned  expressions,  so  would  I.  His  eyes 
grew  wide,  under  gray  white  eyebrows,  and  mine  under  smaller  auburn  ones.  We 
talked  until  the  sky  darkened,  and  heaviness  overthrew  me.  I slumped  against  his 
chest  and  slept  to  the  drum  of  his  weakened  heart.  Many  days  were  spent  this  way. 
In  the  best  and  simplest  times  of  my  life. 

I was  five.  And  he  died.  He  died  in  a hospital  bed.  I watched  him  change  color.  I 
said  Goodbye  Grandpa.  I love  you.  He  was  heavy  and  sleeping.  Cold  to  the  touch. 
The  cold  was  so  strange,  but  his  skin  still  as  soft.  I know  he  must’ve  always  been 
so  loving  and  nice  and  warm.  But  thinking  back,  it  seemed  that  his  wrinkles  were 
his  character;  they  hid  his  stories  and  his  kindness  and  kept  them  from  getting  lost. 

I know  he’s  still  that  way.  I miss  you  Grandpa.  I know  you’re  watching  over  me  from 
high  up  in  the  clouds. 
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Taylor  Zimmerman 


My  Favorite  Thing 

Imagine  walking  to  center  stage  with  the  lights  shining  bright,  I stop,  put  the 
microphone  to  my  lips,  take  a deep  breath,  and  start  singing.  It’s  always  scary  at 
first,  but  as  the  time  goes  on,  the  nerves  turn  into  courage.  Nothing  is  better  than 
the  rush,  the  feeling  of  performing.  My  favorite  thing  is  performing;  I love  sharing  my 
vocal  talents  with  an  audience. 

How  did  I start  singing?  It  started  a long  time  ago;  my  Grandpa  was  a big  actor 
and  singer  in  the  Kansas  City  area.  He  performed  at  Starlight  Theater  for  almost  20 
years.  He  had  roles  that  included  chorus  and  even  leads.  He  was  my  best  friend 
and  inspiration  for  singing;  he  supported  me  from  the  time  I was  little  until  he  died  in 
2010.  He  would  always  tell  me  stories  of  his  past  and  tell  me  to  keep  my  chin  high 
because  people  would  try  to  knock  me  down,  and  they  could  not  because  I was  a 
Kaiser. 

The  year  my  Grandpa  died  I felt  like  singing  would  never  be  the  same.  But,  it 
was  not  until  I booked  my  first  solo  in  choir  that  I realized  I needed  to  carry  on  his 
tradition.  I remember  when  I was  little,  every  show  that  we  went  to  in  Branson  he 
would  be  singing  right  along.  He  had  this  big  bass  voice  that  would  echo  off  every 
wall;  he  wasn't  shy  about  his  voice,  and  that  is  what  gave  me  the  strength  to  carry 
on.  He  never  let  anyone  bring  him  down,  because  he  knew  he  was  good,  and  that 
was  all  that  mattered. 

When  I was  little,  he  would  play  the  piano  and  tell  me  to  sing  along  always 
telling  me  I had  an  amazing  voice  and  would  go  far  in  life.  The  best  memory  of  him 
is  watching  his  smiling  face  in  the  audience.  No  matter  how  I did  he  would  tell  me 
that  I was  the  best  and  wrap  me  up  in  his  big  hug.  He  believed  in  me  from  the  start 
and  never  gave  up  on  my  dream;  he  pushed  me.  He  was  not  the  only  one  who 
supported  me;  my  mom  was  also  a huge  supporter.  When  I was  young,  she  saw 
my  talent  and  instantly  put  me  in  theater  classes  all  around  Kansas  City.  She  never 
let  me  quit  voice  lessons  and  challenged  me  to  continue  singing  and  auditioning  for 
every  show  that  was  around  town. 

I never  knew  where  I got  my  talent  until  I truly  understood  that  my  grandpa  had 
given  me  the  gift  that  I would  use  for  the  rest  of  my  life.  I would  share  my  gift  with 
my  friends,  family,  and  people  I had  not  even  met.  I keep  singing  for  my  grandpa, 
the  man  who  showed  me  how  a true  performer  should  be.  He  will  and  always  will 
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be  my  inspiration  and  hope,  and  not  a day  goes  by  that  I don’t  think  of  him. 

Getting  ready  for  a performance  is  hard  work;  of  course,  the  months  before  the 
performance  are  crucial.  There  is  planning,  prepping  and  lots  of  rehearsals.  The 
biggest  step  to  performing  is  finding  the  perfect  song.  I always  find  a song  in  my 
range,  nothing  that  is  too  high.  If  I pick  a song  that  is  too  high  for  me,  I begin  to 
get  nervous  and  am  not  able  to  hit  the  high  notes.  I also  need  to  pick  a song  that  I 
know  or  have  already  heard.  It  helps  the  process  of  learning  the  song. 

That’s  it;  every  note  was  perfect.  The  audience  is  on  their  feet  and  I knew  that  I 
have  done  my  job  perfectly.  I take  the  biggest  bow  I have  ever  managed,  and  I look 
to  the  sky  and  smile  knowing  my  Grandpa  is  smiling  right  back.  He’s  with  me  every 
time  I sing;  I know  he  is  proud  wishing  that  he  could  be  there  to  congratulate  me. 
The  best  feeling  is  walking  out  into  the  lobby,  and  seeing  my  family — it  reminds  me 
that  my  hard  work  has  paid  off. 
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Shenita  Hughley 


(Untitled) 


I tend  to  find  inspirations  in  life,  and  I find  life  through  music.  Music  is  a powerful 
form  of  artistic  expression.  I believe  music  can  change  someone’s  mind  or  way  of 
thinking  as  well  as  their  lifestyle.  Good  music  inspires  and  motivates.  My  dream 
is  to  become  a music  artist  and  producer  in  today’s  music  industry.  I have  been 
songwriting,  singing,  and  composing  music  since  I was  ten  years  old.  Making 
positive  music  that  touches  the  soul  and  people’s  hearts  is  my  passion.  My  favorite 
thing  is  producing  my  own  music. 

Creating  music  is  a process  that  can  be  either  long  or  short.  However,  I enjoy 
the  process  and  the  experience  because  each  time  I go  through  this  process,  I 
get  better  as  a producer  and  artist.  The  creation  process  is  important  since  it’s  a 
time  for  me  to  learn  and  gain  more  knowledge  in  my  craft.  My  development  first 
starts  with  inspiration.  I can  get  inspired  by  anything  from  a song,  image  or  even 
an  event.  I then  start  to  write  or  create  an  instrumental  next,  depending  on  my 
level  of  comfort.  If  I create  an  instrumental  first,  I start  the  instrumental  process  off 
by  finding  the  right  sound  to  form  either  the  melody  of  the  song  or  the  repetitive 
foundation  (the  rhythm  that  is  played  continuously  throughout  a song).  I love 
working  in  the  electronic  genre,  so  I almost  always  use  synthesizers.  Next,  I begin 
to  build  on  the  newly  found  sound  adding  a drum  beat  and  other  sounds.  This 
part  is  my  favorite;  this  is  when  I become  involved  with  the  music  where  all  of  my 
emotion  and  passion  pours  out  through  the  song.  If  I feel  that  the  instrumental 
needs  lyrics,  I will  write  song  lyrics  based  off  how  the  song  makes  me  feel  or  what  it 
reminds  me  of. 

I love  the  freedom  that  comes  with  producing  my  own  music.  There  are  no 
boundaries  and  no  limitations.  I can  produce  any  genre  I please,  and  I do.  I’ve 
experimented  with  several  different  types  of  genres  including:  electronic  dance 
music,  hip  hop,  pop,  country,  Jazz,  R&B,  atmospheric  music,  yoga  music,  house, 
disco,  classic  rock,  and  the  list  goes  on.  I’m  able  to  create  a variety  of  music 
because  of  my  music  history  and  background.  I've  trained  myself  to  appreciate  all 
types  of  music  leading  to  me  adoring  all  types  of  genres.  I find  something  special 
and  inspiring  in  everything  I listen  to.  This  ability  helps  me  become  an  experienced 
producer.  This  skill  also  will  be  beneficial  to  me  when  I start  producing  other  artists. 

Another  level  of  producing  my  own  music  is  recording  my  finished  songs. 

This  part  is  the  most  difficult  in  my  producing  process.  It’s  a very  intense  and  long 
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process.  Recording  music  can  take  as  long  as  five  hours  to  five  days,  depending 
on  the  type  and  song  I’m  performing.  I perform  and  record  my  own  music  which 
usually  is  a two  to  three  person  job,  but  I make  it  work.  When  I record,  I set  up 
certain  conditions  for  myself  that  make  me  more  comfortable  and  most  performers 
comfortable.  I record  in  an  area  with  good  reverb,  so  I’m  able  to  get  a good 
sound.  Recording  in  an  atmosphere  with  zero  distraction  is  important;  all  it  takes 
is  a little  bit  of  background  noise  to  ruin  a perfect  recording.  I tend  to  record  in  an 
almost  dark  setting;  it  sets  the  mood  for  me,  and  it’s  a good  technique  so  I get 
accustomed  to  singing  in  the  dark.  I particularly  enjoy  recording  in  the  dark.  I feel  as 
if  I can  be  anyone  I want  to  be  without  the  fear  of  seeing  someone  stare  me  down. 

Music  is  the  very  thing  I lean  on  for  motivation  in  my  life.  Since  I desire  to  be  a 
successful  music  producer  and  artist,  I appreciate  all  the  hard  work  and  time  that 
I put  into  perfecting  my  craft.  My  music  that  is  one  thing  I have  complete  control 
over.  When  I create  a piece  that  people  love  and  adore,  it  gives  me  confidence  and 
the  motivation  that  I need  to  continue  to  make  music.  The  music  that  I create  will 
not  only  benefit  me  but  my  audience.  I want  to  inspire  someone  else  through  my 
music  just  as  someone  before  had  inspired  me. 
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Jennipher  Cromley 


(Untitled) 


What  is  a legitimate  rationale  for  studying  law?  Why  would  anyone  subject 
oneself  to  long,  strenuous  hours  reading  difficult  texts,  writing  lengthy  memos,  and 
researching  into  the  early  morning  hours?  For  me,  it  is  not  about  money  or  fame;  it 
is  about  justice:  justice  motivates  me.  I learned  from  a very  young  age  that  justice 
is  not  always  taken  seriously.  Foster  care  taught  me  just  how  malicious  the  world 
can  be,  and  how  imperative  it  is  for  more  people  to  take  a stand  against  the  world’s 
cruelties. 

When  I was  ten  years  old,  my  biological  parents  were  accused  of  running 
a methamphetamine  lab  from  our  house,  and  the  Division  of  Family  Services 
(DFS)  placed  me  and  my  siblings  in  the  care  of  relatives.  Our  parents  begged  my 
maternal  grandmother  to  take  us  to  Tennessee.  Soon  after,  we  returned  to  Kansas 
City,  where  we  were  prohibited  from  attending  school  or  playing  outside  to  avoid 
detection  by  DFS.  Eventually,  our  parents  kidnapped  us  and  moved  us  to  Las 
Vegas.  Unfortunately,  their  drug  problems  hardly  subsided.  After  failing  to  pay  rent, 
we  were  forced  out  on  the  streets,  occasionally,  staying  in  abandoned,  decrepit 
buildings.  Eventually,  the  police  learned  about  our  situation,  arrested  my  father  for 
an  outstanding  warrant,  and  transported  me  and  my  younger  siblings  to  a children’s 
shelter. 

After  only  a few  days,  we  learned  that  Child  Protective  Services  was  sending 
us  back  to  Kansas  City,  where  we  were  placed  in  another  children's  shelter.  We 
remained  in  this  shelter  for  thirty  days  before  attending  our  first  court  hearing.  At 
that  time,  the  commissioner  ordered  that  we  be  placed  in  a foster  home.  Despite 
my  best  efforts,  my  brother  was  separated  from  my  sister  and  me.  While  our  case 
worker  drove  my  sister  and  me  to  our  new  home,  my  entire  being  grew  numb.  How 
was  I supposed  to  adjust  to  a new  family  made  up  of  strangers?  I was  terrified 
about  the  future.  That  first  foster  home  proved  to  be  my  worst  nightmare.  I watched 
as  my  foster  mother  pushed  my  sister  down  a flight  of  stairs  and  threw  multiple 
objects  at  her.  During  one  incident,  my  foster  mother  hit  me  hard  enough  to  leave 
a softball-sized  bruise  on  my  back.  Despite  all  of  this,  my  caseworker  did  nothing. 
My  Guardian  ad  Litem  did  nothing.  The  State  did  nothing.  My  sister  and  I were 
labeled  as  compulsive  liars  despite  our  evidence.  Our  school  nurses  wrote  reports, 
our  bodies  showed  bruises,  yet  our  cries  went  unheard.  After  numerous  complaints 
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to  my  school  nurse,  my  sister  and  I were  finally  placed  in  a different  foster  home. 
Although  our  living  situation  drastically  improved,  our  foster  parents  could  not 
handle  the  burden  of  the  system. 

Our  caseworker  placed  us  in  our  third  home,  and  it  finally  felt  like  we  belonged. 
After  months  of  tough  times,  things  began  to  look  up.  I became  more  involved  with 
life,  and  my  “foster”  family  became  my  family.  Our  parents  quit  calling.  In  my  young 
mind,  they  chose  drugs  over  us;  even  when  we  were  cold  and  hungry,  my  parents 
always  chose  meth.  The  Cromleys  asked  my  sister  and  me  if  we  would  like  for  them 
to  adopt  us,  and  we  ecstatically  agreed. 

The  Cromleys  petitioned  to  adopt  us,  and  life  seemed  right  on  track.  However, 
the  Cromleys  soon  became  secretive  because  they  were  prohibited  by  the 
State  from  discussing  our  adoption.  After  a few  months,  the  Cromleys  explained 
themselves:  my  caseworker  and  therapist  had  falsified  and  manipulated  some  of  my 
statements  regarding  the  Cromleys.  Based  on  these  false  statements,  the  adoption 
panel  regarded  the  Cromleys  as  unfit  adoptive  parents,  forcing  them  to  file  a 
greivance  to  fight  the  adoption  decision.  Upon  hearing  this,  I was  furious!  This  was 
supposed  to  be  the  justice  system,  yet  it  was  hardly  delivering  me  or  my  siblings 
any  justice.  My  anger  motivated  me  to  demand  a meeting  with  my  caseworker, 
Guardian  ad  Litem,  and  other  members  of  the  State  who  were  unknown  to  me,  but 
my  “foster”  family  was  not  allowed  to  attend. 

My  stomach  filled  with  butterflies  during  the  drive  to  the  family  courthouse.  I 
had  prepared  a number  of  demonstratives  showing  pictures  of  our  family  and  a 
bar  graph  depicting  how  my  grades  had  boosted  substantially  since  beginning  my 
life  with  them.  Slowly,  everyone  arrived  for  my  meeting,  and  I began  arguing  my 
case.  As  I argued  that  the  Cromleys  were  the  best  placement  for  us,  I realized  how 
comfortable  and  natural  I felt  speaking  in  front  of  a large  group:  at  thirteen,  I was  in 
my  element.  As  I gave  my  opening  statement,  I aimed  to  persuade  everyone  in  that 
room  to  find  in  my  favor.  After  I spoke,  I asked  questions  and  demanded  answers. 
Reluctantly,  everyone  in  the  room  answered  my  questions  the  way  I wanted  them 
answered:  honestly.  In  the  end,  a few  claimed  that  I could  not  be  narrow-minded. 

In  fact,  one  person  argued  that  I was  only  a child  and  had  no  idea  what  was  in  my 
best  interest.  In  my  closing  argument,  I made  it  perfectly  clear  that  I had  presented 
more  than  enough  evidence  to  show  that  the  Cromleys  were  a suitable  match.  I 
also  warned  each  person  in  that  room  that  I would  not  go  down  without  a fight.  As 
I proudly  informed  the  group  that  the  commissioner  would  allow  me  to  speak  at  the 
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next  hearing  because  I would  be  fourteen,  a number  of  faces  paled.  I warned  the 
group  that  unless  my  demands  were  met,  I would  calmly  point  out  every  wrong  that 
each  person  in  the  room  had  committed  during  the  course  of  my  case:  they  settled. 

For  me,  the  law  is  not  a game:  it  is  a passion.  Every  day  I spent  in  foster 
care  confirmed  this  reality.  My  goal  is  not  to  make  the  most  money  or  become 
the  biggest,  baddest  attorney  in  town.  My  goal  is  simply  to  seek  respect  and 
equality  for  every  client  I represent.  Because  of  my  experiences,  I hope  to  ensure 
justice  for  all.  Most  importantly,  I strive  to  become  a role  model  for  those  who 
have  experienced  adverse  situations  and  prove  to  them  they  can  succeed  and 
accomplish  any  objectives  they  desire  to  achieve. 
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The  Interview 

(On  a desk  sits  a slew  of  file  folders, 
a cup  of  pens,  and  a landline.  The 
desk  is  equipped  with  a large, 
leather  office  chair.  Behind  the  desk 
is  placed  a gray  file  cabinet,  in  front 
of  the  desk  sits  a couple  of  smaller, 
stationary  chairs.  The  office  is 
primarily  painted  white  and  its  walls 
are  only  decorated  with  a plethora 
of  unlabeled  doors.  A young, 
attractive  woman  enters  through 
one  door  and  sits  down  at  the  desk. 
Her  hair  is  pulled  up  and  she  wears 
a fashionable  business  suit.  For  a 
moment  she  flips  through  one  of  the 
files.  The  phone  rings,  she  answers 
it  promptly.) 

ANDREA 

Hello...  Right,  right,  right...  Send  him  in.  Oh,  and  Genevieve,  what  do  you  think  of 

this  one?... 

Hm,  yes,  well,  give  'em  a shot,  right? 

(There  is  a light  tapping  on  one  of 
the  doors.) 

Come  in. 

(An  attractive,  although  primarily 
average,  looking  man  wearing 
khaki  pants  and  a greenish  colored 
button  down  enters  the  room.) 
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DANIEL 

Hello,  Andrea,  it’s  so  nice  to  see  you  again. 

ANDREA 

Why  thank  you,  Daniel,  please  have  a seat.  Let  me  just  locate  your  paperwork. 

DANIEL 

Ah,  a lot  of  applicants,  I see. 

ANDREA 

Sure,  not  all  for  the  same  positions,  of  course.  Speaking  of,  did  you  have  a 
particular  role  you  would  like  to  play  in  mind? 

DANIEL 

No,  you  know,  I would  really  be  thrilled  to  fill  any  position  you  have  available. 

ANDREA 

Really?  Any  position?  That’s  wonderful  to  hear.  Ah!  Here’s  your  file.  Let’s  see  what 
we  have  here,  hm? 

(She  flips  open  his  file  and  quickly 
reads  over  the  first  page.) 

Ah,  I see  that  you  have  spent  the  past  six  months  working  an  entry-level  job  at  the 
law  firm  Andrews,  Eccleston,  and  Riley. 


DANIEL 

Yes,  I’d  like  to  work  as  a lawyer,  but  right  now  I am  mostly  just  working  with  files. 
But  you  know,  it's  just  paying  my  dues.  Pretty  soon  I should  be-heh— pulling  in  the 
big  bucks. 

ANDREA 

Well,  that  sounds  like  a very  promising  future.  And  you  seem  very  positive  and 
optimistic  about  your  future,  which  is  always  refreshing  to  hear.  Last  week  I 
interviewed  a guy  who  spent  the  bulk  of  our  conversation  complaining  about  some 
peon  job  that  he  was  working. 
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Ah!  That’s  the  worst! 


DANIEL 


ANDREA 

It  really  was.  Needless  to  say  we  did  not  have  a position  for  him  here. 

(Both  DANIEL  and  ANDREA 
chuckle.) 

Well,  anyway,  what  kind  of  references  do  you  have? 

DANIEL 

Oh,  well,  there’s  my  sister,  Jenny.  She  should  tell  you,  you  know,  about  how 
protective  and  entertaining  I can  be.  She’s  really  delightful,  I just  adore  her,  of  course. 
And  then  there’s  my  ex-girlfriend,  Lisa,  she’s  really  the  only  one  I ended  on  good 
terms  with,  and  since  she’s  also  the  most  rational  so  she’s  really  the  only  one  who 
could  provide  a fair  reference  in  that  realm. 

ANDREA 

Just  two  references,  then? 

DANIEL 

Uh,  is  that  all  right?  I could  give  you  information  for  my  mother  and  my  pastor's  wife, 
but,  well,  I just  don’t  have  a lot  of  female  friends,  you  know? 


Oh.  That’s... 


ANDREA 


(ANDREA  scribbles  down  a note 
in  DANIEL'S  file  with  fervor.  DANIEL 
looks  anxious  for  a moment  but 
collects  himself  before  ANDREA 
looks  up.) 

Well,  tell  me  a little  bit  about  your  interests,  I guess. 


DANIEL 

Ah,  well,  the  usual  I guess.  I spend  a lot  of  my  free  time  learning  to  play  bass 
and  trying  to  write  a novel.  I listen  to  a lot  of  reggae  music  and  I played  football  in 
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highschool.  Pretty  basic  stuff. 


ANDREA 

Mhmm.  And  what  can  you  tell  me  about  your  schooling? 


DANIEL 

Well,  I graduated  with  a 3.4  for  my  Bachelors  of  Arts  and  a major  in  philosophy, 
then  I went  to  law  school,  and  I graduated  with  3.6. 


Ah,  not  too  shabby. 


ANDREA 


(Cocky  grin)  Thank  you. 


DANIEL 


ANDREA 

Now,  tell  me,  what  qualities  do  you  have  that  would  qualify  you  for  a position  here? 
What  do  you  have  that  would  set  you  apart  from  the  other  candidates? 


DANIEL 

Well,  urn,  I am,  as  you  can  see,  extremely  hardworking.  And,  not  to  sound  too 
arrogant,  but,  I am  fairly  bright.  So  I am  really  handy  with  solving  problems.  I mean, 
seriously,  you  can  come  to  me  with  just  about  any  problem  and  I can  come  up  with 
an  innovative  way  out  of  it.  I am  also  very  friendly  and  good  humored,  so  I’m  really 
just  a fun  guy  to  hang  out  with,  you  know?  And  I’m  for  almost  anything-movies, 
clubbing,  wine  tastings,  shopping-you  name  it,  I’ll  probably  be  all  in  to  do  it. 

ANDREA 

That’s  always  great  to  hear! 

(Andrea  makes  another  few  quick 
marks  in  DANIEL’S  file  and  then 
looks  back  up  at  him  gravely.) 

Just  to  reiterate,  you  are  okay  with  any  position  here,  correct? 

DANIEL 

Yup!  I’d  be  happy  with  absolutely  any  opportunity  here. 
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ANDREA 

Okay,  well,  I definitely  think  there's  a position  here  for  you,  then.  Uh,  do  you  have 
any  questions  for  me,  first? 


None  that  come  to  mind. 


DANIEL 


ANDREA 

All  right.  Well  then,  should  I show  you  around? 

DANIEL 

Please  do! 

(ANDREA  and  DANIEL  walk  to  the  first  door.  She  opens  the  door,  revealing  an 
elderly  couple  and  a teenage  boy.) 


ANDREA 

All  right,  so  this  is  the  family  room.  These  are  my  parents  and  my  younger 
brother,  Chet. 


DANIEL 

Wow!  Really  nice  to  meet  you  all.  I think  Andrea  is  just  fantastic. 


ANDREA’S  MOTHER 
Well  thank  you,  we  certainly  think  so,  too. 


ANDREA’S  FATHER 

Yes,  yes,  my  little  girl  is  quite  the  peach,  isn't  she? 

ANDREA’S  MOTHER 


And  lovely,  too! 


DANIEL 


Yes,  certainly  lovely. 

ANDREA 


Oh  cut  it  out,  all  of  you. 
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(ANDREA  steps  inside,  kisses  both 
her  parent’s  cheeks  and  ruffles 
CHET’s  hair.  She  then  walks  out, 
abruptly  turns,  and  shuts  the  door.) 

Daniel,  just  double  checking,  you  are  really  okay  with  any  role  here,  right? 


Yes,  of  course! 

DANIEL 

ANDREA 

Okay,  great.  I just  wouldn’t  want  you  to  be  disappointed. 


Oh,  no!  1 wouldn’t  be. 

DANIEL 

Good,  good. 

ANDREA 

(ANDREA  leads  DANIEL  to  the  next 
door.  She  raps  on  it  lightly  as  she 

speaks.) 

This  is  where  all  of  my  ex-boyfriends  are  stored.  It’s  probably  best  if  we  don’t 


actually  go  in  there. 

Understood. 

DANIEL 

MAX 

(from  behind  the  door) 

Andrea?  Is  that  you?  Andrea?  I’ve  been  thinking  about  it  a lot  and  I think  we  should 
get  back  together.  I know,  I know,  I really  made  a mistake,  what  with  that  Missy  girl 
from  my  work,  but,  you  know,  I really  miss  you,  Andrea,  and  I think  we  were  really 
great  together,  so,  maybe  you  could  just  give  me  another  chance? 

ANDREA 

I’m  sorry,  Max,  I just  don’t  think  that’s  a good  idea. 
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MAX 

Oh,  come  on,  Andrea,  it  was  just  one  time.  Er,  two?  Three,  okay,  it  was  several 
times.  But  it  was  a mistake!  It  won’t  ever  happen  again!  I swear! 

ANDREA 

Sorry,  Max,  I’ve  moved  on,  and  I think  you  ought  to,  too. 

RICKY 

(from  behind  the  door) 

Hey,  Andrea,  do  you  think  maybe  we  could  be  friends  again?  I know  you  said  it  was 
just  too  hard  on  your  emotions,  but  sometimes  when  I’m  back  visiting  my  parents, 
you  know,  it  would  just  be  nice  if  I could  call  you,  and  if  we  could  maybe  go  out  for 
lunch  sometime? 


ANDREA 

Oh,  you  know  what,  Ricky,  it’s  been  a couple  of  years,  so  I suppose,  next  time 
you’re  in  town,  just  let  me  know. 


RICKY 


Ah,  thank  you,  An— 

MAX 

Shut  up,  I’m  trying  to  talk  to  her  right  now. 

RICKY 

She  was  my  girlfriend  first! 

MAX 

So  what?  She  was  my  girlfriend  longest! 

ANDREA 

We  should  really  move  on  while  they’ve  got  one  another  distracted. 

(DANIEL  and  ANDREA  walk  to  the 
next  door.) 


DANIEL 

So,  how  many  guys  do  you  have  back  there,  anyway? 
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ANDREA 

Um,  just  a handful.  Okay,  so  this  room  here  is  for  the  guy  that  I’m  currently  dating. 
It’s  empty  right  now.  But  that’s  okay  because  I think  I need  to  spend  a little  time 
single. 


Ah. 


DANIEL 

(DANIEL  and  ANDREA  walk  to  the 
final  door,  she  opens  it  revealing 
three  other  men.  MATT  sits,  playing 
a gameboy,  CRAIG  is  dressed 
flamboyantly,  and  ARNIE  is  doing 
pushups.) 


ANDREA 

And  this  is  where  you’ll  be:  the  friendzone.  These  are  the  other  guys.  Matt,  from  my 
high  school,  Craig,  my  best  friend,  and  Arnie,  my  workout  buddy. 


Hey! 


MATT,  CRAIG,  ARNIE 


DANIEL 

Sorry— the  friendzone ? You  dated  those  douchebags  two  rooms  back  but  you 
won't  date  me!?  This  is  ABSURD.  All  you  girls  are  the  same-you  look  around 
wondering  where  all  the  nice  guys  are  and,  you  know  what?  This  is  where  they  are: 
the  friendzone.  I’m  nice!  I’m  intelligent!  Your  parents  liked  me!  But  do  you  want  to 
date  me?  No!  You  just  want  me  to  sit  around  here  and  wait,  then  you'll  come  cry  to 
me  about  your  jerk  boyfriend! 


ANDREA 

Oh,  goodness,  not  another  one.  I’m  going  to  have  to  call  security. 


No  need! 


ARNIE 

(ARNIE  jumps  up  from  his  pushup. 
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He  and  CRAIG  escort  DANIEL 
out  of  the  room.  MATT  stands  up, 
sets  down  his  gameboy,  and  hugs 
ANDREA.) 

MATT 

Sorry  you’re  having  such  a shit  time  making  friends. 


Thanks.  You’re  sweet,  Matt. 

ANDREA 

'S  what  friends  are  for. 

MATT 

Maybe  1 should  just  date  you. 

ANDREA 

Probably. 

MATT 

Oh,  shut  up. 

ANDREA 

'Kay. 

MATT 

(MATT  sits  back  down  to  his  game. 
CRAIG  and  ARNIE  return  to  the 
room  as  well.  ANDREA  walks  back 
to  her  desk,  picks  up  her  phone, 
and  dials  it.) 

ANDREA 

You  were  right,  Genevieve,  that  one  was  wretched.  Is  the  next  one  here  yet?  Well, 
does  he  look  any  more  promising?  (Sighs)  Well,  send  him  in,  I suppose. 
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Bryan  Zawada 


Yet  Another  Superhero  Story 
A Comedy 

Characters: 

Dr.  Dire-  the  villain  and  main  character;  never  does  anything  right;  he  doesn’t  want 
to  be  a villain  anymore. 

Lieutenant  Sass-  Dr.  Dire’s  sidekick  with  a little  attitude;  sassy;  she  helps  Dr.  Dire 
with  whatever  he  needs. 

Captain  Cool-  Dr.  Dire’s  nemesis;  he  always  foils  Dr.  Dire’s  “plans”. 

Computer-  Dr.  Dire’s  computer  and  alarm  system,  played  by  a voice  offstage. 

Time:  Modern  Day 


Setting:  Dr.  Dire’s  “Evil”  Lair  and  a power  station 

(Lights  up  on  The  Lair.  The  room  is  a little  dark.  There’s 
a chair  center  stage.  Captain  Cool  has  Dr.  Dire  tied  up. 
Captain  Cool  is  pointing  at  Dr.  Dire.) 

CAPTAIN  COOL 

(Wears  a classic/cliche  super  hero  outfit.  Maybe  a blue 
outfit  and  a red  cape.  Speaks  in  heroic  voice.) 

Foiled  again,  Dr.  Dire!  Justice  always  wins! 

DR.  DIRE 

(Wears  a classic/cliche  villain  outfit.  Maybe  a dark 
outfit,  but  with  no  cape.  In  classic  villain  voice.) 
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One  of  these  days,  Captain  Cool,  I will  be  victorious,  and  you  won’t  be  able  to 
stop  me! 

(Captain  Cool  leaves,  possibly  leaping  off  stage.) 

DR.  DIRE 

(Struggling.) 

One  of  these  days... 

(pause.  Looks  around.) 

Hey!  I kind  of  need  some  help  here! 

(no  one  shows  up.) 

I said,  I kind  of  need  some  help! 

(still  no  one  shows.) 

Lieutenant  Sass!  Get  out  here! 

(Lieutenant  Sass  shows  up.) 


LIEUTENANT  SASS 

(Wears  a colorful  outfit,  and  possibly  a mask.  Hair  worn 
in  pig  tails.)(Concerned.) 

Oh  my  goodness!  What  happened? 


DR.  DIRE 

(Sarcastically.  Gets  more  frustrated  the  longer  he  talks.) 

Oh,  nothing  big.  I just  tried  to  do  the  right  thing,  and  then  Captain  Cool  showed  up 
and  ruined  everything  like  he  always  does  and  then  he  tied  me  to  this  chair  where  I 
waited  for  you  to  untie  me  because  your  only  job  is  to  help  me  with  whatever  I need 
help  with,  which  right  now,  is  UNTYING  ME! 

LIEUTENANT  SASS 
(Lieutenant  Sass  unties  him.) 

Okay.  I didn’t  ask  for  your  life  story. 


(Frustrated.) 

Do  you  want  to  hear  my  life  story? 


DR.  DIRE 
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LIEUTENANT  SASS 


(Not  wanting  him  to  tell  it.) 

Ugh!  I’ve  heard  it  a thousand  times! 

DR.  DIRE 

(He  tells  the  story  anyway.  Looks  dramatically  at  nothing.) 

It  was  the  summer  of  ’69. 

(Lieutenant  Sass  sits  in  a chair  and  acts  bored.) 

I was  a young  boy.  I noticed  Ms.  Henson’s  cat  kept  getting  stuck  in  the  tree  once  a 
week  for  two  months.  I wanted  to  make  a name  for  myself.  So  I started  to  design 
a gadget.  I came  up  with  something  called,  “The  Cat  Grabber- 1 nator”.  It  was  a 
pneumatic  cylinder  powered  by  air  pressure  set  to  300  PSI.  Attached  at  the  end 
was  a ballistics  gel  robotic  hand  that  would  open  when  fired  and  close  when  the 
cat  was  in  the  palm.  Or  that’s  what  I thought.  It  turns  out  the  hand  was  not  robotic 
after  all. 

(Getting  emotional.) 

So  when  it  fired  at  300  PSI. ..  it  remained  a fist,  and  launched  the  cat  20  blocks 
southwest  of  where  we  were  and  crashed  through  Mr.  Johnson’s  roof. 

(More  emotional.) 

Poor  Mr.  Whiskers.  And  I guess  he  didn’t  like  that  too  well,  because  (pause),  it 
turned  evil.  Since  the  gadget  looked  like  a hand,  anyone  who  got  too  close  would 
lose  their  hand! 


LIEUTENANT  SASS 

(Trying  to  comfort  him.) 

But  at  least  you  saved  the  cat. 

DR.  DIRE 

You  don’t  understand.  I made  a demon  cat! 

LIEUTENANT  SASS 

But  that  was  only  one  time. 

DR.  DIRE 

(Not  sobbing  as  much.) 
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Oh...  there’s  been  more.  I’ve  also  accidently  made  a demon  chicken.  And  after 
that...  everyone  called  me...  (Sobbing  more.)  Evil  Little  Chicken  Boy! 

LIEUTENANT  SASS 
How  did  you  make  a demon  chicken? 


DR.  DIRE 

(Starting  to  calm  down.) 

Long  story  short...  it  involved  a raccoon,  a stuffed  owl,  and  a 1 .21  gigawatt  flux 
capacitor. 

LIEUTENANT  SASS 

That  didn’t  really  answer  my  question,  but  let’s  forget  about  that.  C’mon.  Let’s  get 
something  to  eat.  I was  thinking  Little  Jimmy’s  Chicken  and  Waffles. 


(Emotional  again.) 
Chicken... 

(Points  to  himself.) 
Evil  Little  Chicken  Boy??? 


DR.  DIRE 


LIEUTENANT  SASS 
(Realizing  she  made  a mistake.) 

Oh...  I’m  sorry...  I didn’t  mean  to...  I just  forgot! 

(Dr.  Dire  starts  bawling  uncontrollably.  Lieutenant  Sass 
tries  to  comfort  him.) 

There,  there.  All  villains  need  a good  cry  once  in  a while. 

DR.  DIRE 

(Calming  down.) 

That’s  the  thing.  I don't  want  to  be  the  villain.  I never  wanted  to  be  the  villain.  That’s 
just  how  things  ended  up. 

(Now  calm.) 

Remember  that  giant  squirrel  that  attacked  the  city  of  Menalopotropolis? 


79 


LIEUTENANT  SASS 

Yeah,  why? 

DR.  DIRE 

Well,  that  started  out  as  my  pet  that  I saved.  I found  it  one  day  with  a limp.  So  I brought 
it  home  and  nursed  it  back  to  health.  But  then  I realized  that  it  was  unusually  small.  So 
I created  a concoction  to  make  it  a wee  bit  bigger.  I was  going  to  give  it  the  formula  the 
next  day,  but  in  the  middle  of  the  night,  it  found  the  formula  and  drank  the  whole  thing.  The 
following  day,  I found  a huge  hole  in  my  roof  and  heard  a lot  of  screaming,  car  horns,  and 
the  occasional  high  pitched  shrieks  from  the  local  peanut  vendor.  Everybody  blamed  me  for 
it.  They  thought  I was  trying  to  destroy  the  universe.  And  that’s  how  I became  “the  villain”. 
And  now,  whenever  I try  to  help  with  something,  it  goes  awry. 

LIEUTENANT  SASS 

You  just  have  bad  luck,  that’s  all. 

DR.  DIRE 

Well,  now  that  you  mention  it,  I think  Ms.  Henson’s  cat  may  have  broke  Mr.  Johnson’s  entire 
collection  of  mirrors. 

LIEUTENANT  SASS 

Sooner  or  later,  things  will  change. 

(Lights  down.  END  OF  SCENE.  Lights  up  on  Dr.  Dire’s 
Lair.  Dr.  Dire  and  Lieutenant  Sass  are  sleeping,  when 
the  computer  turns  on.) 


COMPUTER 

(In  classic  computer  robotic  voice.) 

WARNING!  WARNING!  WARNING! 

(Both  Dr.  Dire  and  Lieutenant  Sass  still  sleep.) 

WARNING!  WARNING!  WARNING! 

(Dr.  Dire  and  Lieutenant  Sass  still  sleep.) 

(Not  in  classic  computer  robotic  voice.) 

Hey,  Dr.  Dire!  You  betta  get  yo  butt  outta  bed  before  I personally  make  a synthetic  human 
to  come  out  there  and  whoop  yo  tiny  hiney! 

DR.  DIRE 


(In  tired  voice.) 
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Alright,  alright.  I'm  up.  Now  what  do  you  want  for  Pete’s  sake? 


COMPUTER 

(Back  in  classic  computer  robotic  voice.) 

There  is  an  unidentified  object  on  top  of  the  Menalopotropolis  power  station. 


(Still  tired.) 

What  kind  of  object? 


DR.  DIRE 


COMPUTER 

It  looks  like  a gadget  that  is  hacking  into  the  power  supply. 


DR.  DIRE 


(Sill  tired.) 

Ugh.  Maybe  someone  lost  power  in  their  home  and  they’re  borrowing  some. 


COMPUTER 

Negative.  The  gadget  is  not  connected  to  any  wires,  so  it  must  be  storing  the  collected 
energy  in  some  sort  of  power  cell. 


DR.  DIRE 

(Still  tired.) 

Okay,  I’ll  check  it  out. 

(Talking  to  Lieutenant  Sass.) 

Hey,  Lieutenant  Sass,  get  up. 

(She  doesn’t  wake  up.  Dr.  Dire  talks  louder.) 

Hey!  Get  up! 

(She  still  doesn't  get  up.  Dr.  Dire  grabs  two  cymbals  and 
bashes  them  together.  Lieutenant  Sass  falls  out  of  bed.) 

Oh,  good,  you’re  up.  Come  on.  We’re  going  to  the  Menalopotropolis  power  station. 

LIEUTENANT  SASS 

What?  Why? 

DR.  DIRE 

I’ll  explain  on  the  way. 
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(Dr.  Dire  and  Lieutenant  Sass  rush  out.  Lights  down. 

END  OF  SCENE.  Lights  up  on  the  power  station.  There  is 
a random  gadget  [maybe  just  a backpack]  on  the  floor. 

Dr.  Dire  and  Lieutenant  Sass  enter.) 

DR.  DIRE 

(Not  noticing  the  gadget  [backpack]  on  the  floor.) 

Okay.  So  we’re  looking  for  something  out  of  the  ordinary. 


(Notices  the  gadget.) 
Urn...  Dr.  Dire? 

LIEUTENANT  SASS 

(Still  unaware.) 

It  probably  looks  pretty  high-tech. 

DR.  DIRE 

(Getting  annoyed.) 

Dr.  Dire! 

LIEUTENANT  SASS 

DR.  DIRE 

(Still  unaware.) 

It  also  probably  has  a blue  glow  to  it,  because  all  cool  energy-draining  devices  have  some 
sort  of  blue  glow. 


(More  annoyed.) 
DR.  DIRE!!! 

LIEUTENANT  SASS 

(Still  unaware.) 
...and  sparkles! 
LIEUTENANT  SASS 
(Screaming.) 

HEY!!!!! 

DR.  DIRE 

DR.  DIRE 

(Not  knowing  why  she  screamed.) 

What? 
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(Points  to  the  gadget.) 


LIEUTENANT  SASS 


Look. 


(Dr.  Dire  finally  looks  at  the  gadget.) 

DR.  DIRE 

Hey!  A gadget!  I knew  I’d  find  it! 

LIEUTENANT  SASS 
(Trying  to  get  credit  for  noticing  the  gadget  first.) 
Um,  excuse  me!  I found  it  first! 


DR.  DIRE 

Lieutenant  Sass,  this  is  no  time  for  arguing.  Just  accept  the  fact  that  you  didn’t  find  the 
incredibly  obvious  and  out  of  the  ordinary  gadget  before  I did. 

(Lieutenant  Sass  looks  frustrated,  but  doesn’t  respond. 

She  walks  towards  the  gadget  while  Dr.  Dire  talks.) 

Now  we  need  to  figure  out  two  things:  how  to  destroy  it,  and  who  built  it. 

(Lieutenant  Sass  looks  closer  at  the  gadget,  and  notices 
some  writing  on  it.) 


LIEUTENANT  SASS 

Property  of  Captain  C. 

DR.  DIRE 

(Doesn’t  realize  the  obvious.) 

Captain  C.?  Who’s  Captain  C.? 

LIEUTENANT  SASS 

(With  an  attitude.) 

Captain  C.?  Who’s  Captain  C.?  Are  you  kidding  me?  He  is  your  arch  enemy!  Your  nemesis! 
He  always  ruins  your  plans!  Ring  any  bells? 

DR.  DIRE 


(Still  unaware.) 
Captain  Underpants? 
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LIEUTENANT  SASS 


(Angrily.) 

That  doesn’t  even  start  with  a “C”!  So  it  can’t  possibly  be  Captain  Underpants! 

DR.  DIRE 

(Still  unaware.) 

Wait,  wait,  wait!  Don’t  tell  me...  let’s  see...  uh...  Captain  Crazy,  no  no  no...  uh...  Captain 
Cookie...  no,  uh...  Captain  Corduroy...  no,  uh... 

(Captain  Cool  speaks  from  off  stage.) 

CAPTAIN  COOL 

Oh  my  gosh!  I can’t  take  this  any  longer! 

(Captain  Cool  walks  on  stage.) 

It's  me,  you  stupid  idget! 


(Dramatically.) 
Captain  Cool! 


DR.  DIRE 


CAPTAIN  COOL 
(Now  talking  like  a classic  villain.) 

Surprised?  I thought  you  might  be. 

DR.  DIRE 


(Surprised.) 

What  are  you  doing  here? 

CAPTAIN  COOL 

I’m  trying  my  hand  at  being  a villain. 

DR.  DIRE 

So  many  questions.  I think  I’ll  start  with...  what  the  blazes  does  that  thing  do? 


CAPTAIN  COOL 

Well,  it’s  kind  of  a long  story,  and  I don’t  want  you  to  wander  off.  So... 

(Captain  Cool  claps  twice,  and  the  lights  go  out  [like  “The 
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Clapper”].  Dr.  Dire  emits  a high  pitched  shriek.  There  are 
sounds  of  struggling,  feet  shuffling,  and  confusion. 

When  the  lights  come  up,  Dr.  Dire  and  Lieutenant  Sass 
are  tied  up  in  chairs.) 


(Scared.) 

What  the  heck?!  What  happened?! 


DR.  DIRE 


CAPTAIN  COOL 

This  is  so  you  don't  wander  off.  Now,  let’s  get  on  with  my  story.  It  was  the  summer  of  '69. 
Some  cat  crashed  through  someone’s  roof,  all  because  some  kid  tried  to  be  a hero.  I think 
you  know  how  the  rest  of  that  incident  went.  I was  the  type  of  kid  who  loved  pranks.  So  I 
gave  the  cat  a secret  formula  to  turn  it  into  a demon  cat.  So  whenever  someone  tried  to 
pet  it...  well,  you  know. 


DR.  DIRE 

(Realizes  he's  been  framed.) 

Wait...  so  the  cat  went  bonkers  because  of  you? 

CAPTAIN  COOL 

Ah,  you’re  finally  starting  to  show  signs  of  intelligence.  Now  back  to  my  story.  I didn't  want 
anyone  to  know  that  I made  the  demon  cat.  So  I come  out  looking  like  the  hero  by  buying 
Ms.  Henson  a new  cat.  A few  years  later,  some  stupid  idget  made  a gigantic  squirrel  that 
terrorized  the  entire  city  of  Menalopotropolis.  I liked  the  title  of  “hero”,  so  I tried  to  stop 
the  giant  rodent.  It  turns  out  that  I still  had  a little  devil  chicken  that  some  kid  named  “Evil 
Little  Chicken  Boy”  invented.  And  everybody  knows  that  squirrels  are  deathly  afraid  of  evil 
little  chickens.  (Pause.  Trying  to  persuade  them)  I mean,  hey,  isn’t  everybody?  So  I put  the 
chicken  right  in  front  of  the  squirrel,  the  squirrel  started  running,  and  the  chicken  chased  it 
away.  That’s  when  I officially  became  “Captain  Cool”. 

(Captain  Cool  notices  that  Dr.  Dire  and  Lieutenant  Sass 
fell  asleep  during  his  life  story.  He  finds  two  cymbals 
and  bashes  them  together.  Dr.  Dire  and  Lieutenant  Sass 
wake  up,  possibly  falling  over  still  tied  to  their  chairs.) 

(Sarcastically.) 

Well,  I’m  glad  you  paid  attention. 
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DR.  DIRE 


(Bored.) 

But  you  still  didn’t  answer  my  question.  Remember?  What  the  blazes  does  that  thing  do? 

CAPTAIN  COOL 

That  thing  happens  to  be  an  Energy  Dependent  Draining  Interrogation  Ectoplasmer,  or, 
E.D.D.I.E.  It  captures  any  nearby  electromagnetic  energy,  and  stores  it  in  a 1 .21  gigawatt 
flux  capacitor.  Then,  I can  take  that  energy,  and  use  it  for  whatever  I want. 

(Evil  laugh.) 

LIEUTENANT  SASS 
(Not  scared  or  frightened  at  all.) 

Like  what? 

CAPTAIN  COOL 

(In  a normal  conversational  voice.) 

Well,  it  can  power  my  electric  mower  so  I can  theoretically  mow  the  lawn  for  free. 

(Back  in  evil  voice.) 

Or  I can  use  it  to  give  life  to  my  minion  robot  army!!! 

(Same  evil  laugh  as  before.) 

LIEUTENANT  SASS 
(Not  scared  or  frightened  at  all.) 

Robot  army? 

CAPTAIN  COOL 

(Normal  conversational  voice.) 

Look,  I’m  just  trying  to  sound  cool,  okay?  It’s  just  for  my  little  robotic  minion  chihuahua. 

DR.  DIRE 

Not  if  we  stop  your  little  thing-a-ma-jigger  from  reaching  full  power. 

CAPTAIN  COOL 

Ha!  Good  luck.  You’re  both  tied  up  and  can't  move.  And  E.D.D.I.E.  only  has  a few  more 
minutes  before  it  is  full.  You’re  already  too  late. 

(Captain  Cool  leaps  off  stage.) 
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(Already  giving  up.) 
Well  we  tried.  Game  over. 


DR.  DIRE 


LIEUTENANT  SASS 

(Surprised  that  he’s  giving  up  so  quickly.) 

What?  We  didn’t  even  try  anything  yet!  How  can  you  possibly  give  up  now? 

DR.  DIRE 

Captain  Cool  is  right.  We  can’t  move.  It’s  over.  And  besides,  I would  probably  end  up 
messing  up  and  accidentally  helping  Captain  Cool,  anyway. 

LIEUTENANT  SASS 
(Trying  to  boost  his  confidence.) 

No  you  won’t!  You  are  not  a mess  up!  Didn’t  you  hear  the  beginning  of  Captain  Cool’s 
story?  He  made  the  demon  cat,  not  you.  You  didn’t  mess  that  up.  You’ve  never  really 
messed  up. 


DR.  DIRE 


(Confidently.) 

You  know  what,  you’re  absolutely  right!  We  can  stop  Captain  Cool! 


That’s  the  spirit! 


LIEUTENANT  SASS 


(Back  to  unconfident.) 
Ah,  no  we  can’t. 


DR.  DIRE 


(Shocked.) 

What??? 


LIEUTENANT  SASS 


DR.  DIRE 

We  can't...  we  physically  can’t.  We’re  tied  to  these  chairs. 
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LIEUTENANT  SASS 


(Realizing  he’s  right.) 

Touche. 

DR.  DIRE 

I don’t  know  what  to  do. 

(As  he  says  this,  he  puts  his  hands  on  his  head,  because 
the  ropes  just  slipped  off.  He  realizes  this,  and  looks  at 
his  hands  for  a few  seconds.  Both  try  to  comprehend 
what  just  happened.  Dr.  Dire  unties  Lieutenant  Sass.) 

DR.  DIRE 

(Still  a little  confused.  Motions  towards  the  gadget.) 

Shall  we? 

(Captain  Cool  emerges.) 

CAPTAIN  COOL 

(Worried.) 

No!  You  idgets!  You  weren’t  supposed  to  get  free!  That  doesn’t  matter!  You  still  don’t  know 
how  to  disable  E.D.D.I.E.! 

(Dr.  Dire  walks  casually  towards  E.D.D.I.E.,  picks  it  up, 
and  throws  it  backstage.) 

CAPTAIN  COOL 

(Overdramatically.) 

NOOOO!  E.D.D.I.E.!!!!! 

(Dr.  Dire  and  Lieutenant  Sass  look  at  each  other.  They 
both  nod,  Dr.  Dire  claps  twice,  and  the  lights  go  out. 

Sounds  of  kicking  and  shuffling  are  heard.  Captain  Cool 
screams.) 

THE  END 
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